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Smart Moder for Winter Sporty 


PARFUM 
COMPACT 
POUDRE 


If 
LOVELY WOMAN— THE WORLD OVER — TREASURES A GIFT OF Yory LIPSTICK 


AS THE SUPREME GESTURE OF DEEPEST MASCULINE HOMAGE EAU DE TOILETTE 























LIFEANY & CO. 


JEWELRY PEARLS DIAMONDS 


SILVER TABLEWARE 
SILVER [EA SETS 


MAIL INQUIRIES. RECEIVE PROMPT ATTENTION 


FIFTH AVENUE & 3/ = STREET 
NEW YORK 
































= ‘the smartest thing 


for new black shoes 


Once again - + black. One of the very smartest 
And, delightful to report, 
a new black leather to wear with it. Vier 
Mar Finisu. 


costume colours . . . 


Vict Mar Finisu is the blackest black you 
ever saw. Dull black, not shiny. Rich and 
deep. So essentially chic that you like it at 
once, and adore it permanently. So clever with 
its dullness that it seems to make your foot at 
least balf a size smaller. So supple that you 
scarcely realize you have a shoe on. So smart that 


it can go anywhere and never find itself eclipsed. 
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Here’s the lucky horseshoe 
that keeps luck at your feet 


REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 


Cl kid 
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So it's Vicr1 Mar Finisn for your black 

velvet afternoon frock - - and Vics Mar 

F iwisu for the trim little street shoes to go with 

black, tweed-grey, the new reds and greens, if you 

have a penchant for them... How will you know’ 
its Vict Mar Finisn when you see it? 

When you see the Lucky Horseshoe stamped 

inside the shoe. It's put there to set you straight 

in luck for the balance of the season . . . Begin 

to be lucky today! 


ROBERT H. FOERDERER, INC. 


PHILADELPHIA 


Selling Agents: LUCIUS BEEBE & SONS, Inc., Boston 


Selling agencies in all parts of the world 








Harper's # Bazar 
, 1927 
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4th, 1901, ‘at the po 


HARPER'S BAZAR is .————y meesnly at 119 W. 40th St.. New York, by International — 
ntedin U.S.A. Yearl Ce a price, $4.00. ' E 


i offien, New 


ntered as 
the act of March 3rd. 18; 1879. 
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MADEMOISELLES NEW EVENING WRAPS 






1B conele "(Model in-center) -OQ<5O. 20 years, (Model at right) 13 


Franklin Simon 8 Co, 


Firtn Avenue, 37th and 38th Srreets, New Yor 
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top . . . tailored robe of crepe 
d¢ chine, with lining, revers, 
cuffs and sash of contrasting 
taffeta. warmly interlined. mile 
green, pink, peach, French blue, 
coral, black. 25.00 


left . . . robe of velvet-brocade 
chiffon, each made from an in- 
| dividual scarf. pink, light blue, white fur revers. mile green, 
| coral, flame, orchid, French blue. flame, orchid, French blue black. 


38.00 Cf 58.00 


BON WTT TELLER & COQ 


FIFTH AVENUE AT 38TH STREET, NEW YORK 


FOUR PIEW VERSIONS OF AN 
ALWAYS SMART GIFT 


FROM A COLLECTION THAT IN COLOR, LINE | 


right . . . erepe back satin 
negligee trimmed with ombre 
fur. mile green, pink, peach, 
coral, French blue. 23.00 





below . . . tea gown of velvet- | 
Frocaded chiffon, with train, 
draped Georgette sleeves, and 


“Af 










AND FABRIC, IS INDIVIDUALIZED FOR 
EVERY SMART LEISURE HOUR! 


megligees ... third floor 


mail orders promptly 


filled 

















| top ce 
of fine 
| silver, 
| mantes 
to mai 


top lef 
shimn 
pearls, 
greciar 
handle 


lower 
newest 
in thi 
frame; 
black « 





| 


| top center... drawstring bag 
| of fine steel beads in gold and 
| silver, all-over studded with dia- 
| mantes, fringe shaded 
42.00 


to match. 


topleft . . . imported bag of 
shimmering diamantes and 
pearls, with studded double 
grecian border frame, and chain 


handle. 30.00 


lower left . . . velvet is the 
newest note for evening . . . used 
in this smart bag, with pearl 
frame; marcasite decile: 


black or pastel velvet. 25.00 
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top right... smported bag of 
of gleaming lam¢, embroidered 
with gold or silver buillon 
thread and spangle. double shor- 
chain handle. 25.00 


center . . . imported envelope, 
very soft, all-over hand embroid- 
ered*in rainbow hued metal 
threads.quiltedsilk lined.22,50 


lower right - + + #0 comple- 
ment opera costumes, imported 
bag of dazzling gold or silver 
lamé all-over hand-studded with 
brilliant diamantes. 45.00 


BBONWTT feESeten & CG 


FIFTH AVENUE AT 38TH STREET, NEW YORK 


SdATILLANT LRIAGS FOR 
gy Oy a3 Priteed 
Oy ced 2 SB | ae 
VARIED TO COMPLEMENT EVERY EVENING 
GOSTUME...FROM THE GLITTERING PARIS 
GOWN TO THE SIMPLE CHIFFON. 


bags . . . main floor 


mail orders promptly 


filled 








Give her 


in different styles 


Do the usual in an unusual way. 
Give hosiery! But — give it differ- 
ently. Three distinctive styles in 
three smart shades. Service Weight 
for morning wear. Service Chiffon 
for tea or the matinee. Fine Extra 
Sheer for evening. After all there's 
no other gift quite so acceptable to 


a woman. 


Kayser Hosiery 
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You may purchase Kayser Silk 

Products at all the Better Shops 

and at the Kayser Store, Fifth 

Ave., at 41st St., opposite the 
Library. 
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collette is a rhapsody in 


w two---two contrasting 
hat ; leathers~two straps, 
, a lovely jeweled 
clasp at the side 
colour <5 and---being modern 
ay — wav ~a contrasting heel. 
as: black or brownsuede 
collette . and kid, or other 


combinations. 10.50 


SAKS-FIFTH AVENUE 


New York 
Palm Beach Atlantic City 
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For sunny climes—and motor drives along palm-fringed avenues— 


This Golflex Sravel Coat — Superbly Fatlored—59.50 


Whether she goes South or slays in lown, every smart woman needs such a Coat. 
For all its crisp tailoring, ils simple lines, it coyly introduces the new 
pemininily "of Spring 1928; a slight suggestion of a waistline; broader, 
sofler lapels, and sleeves that wear their seams ornamentally, terminating 
in flattering cuffs / The. fabric is a handsome, indefinite worsted with misty 
lan, beige, or grey lones predominating The pockets are decittedly unusual. 


GOLFLEX 


Write Wilkin & Adler, Inc., 500 Seventh Ave., New York City, if you can’t find this Coat—labelled Golflex—at your favorite store. 





ENTIAE CONTENTS COPYRIGHTED 1027, OY WILKIN @ ACLER INC 
















Dunhill Lighter in 
enamel.with watch. $105 
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Man’s Cigarette Case in ess 33s 
14-kt. striped gold. $135 £So.V— eee 

SS Wase 060 000 2 @ 





Cigarette Case in enamel 
on 14kt. gold. $150 





Modernistic Bracelet, in 
plated gold. $5.95 








GIFTS OF JEWELRY 
Sin: 0 tian ob Sa ss 























Chanel Pin with three 
5 crystals (copy) $11.95 





Flat Octagon Vanity in 
black enamel. $25 


7 ete Ne eee} 


(SEXP Os 
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Patou’s Very Long Bar 
Pin (copy) $11.95 





Modernistic Brooch of 
square crystals. $15.95 


Powder Box in enamel 
on sterling silver. $38 
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Ge = and rhinestones. $10 
> en Feaetaeee 
Harness Buckle Brooch p= 
with Chanel crystals. $10 SX 
[ee 
Square Vanity Case, 14- 2) 
kt. gold. Striped. $68 J atks 
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Bubble Earrings in imi- 
tation pearls. $7.95 


Rhinestone Buckle,mod- 
ernistic design. $7.50 





Crystal Earrings in mod- 


P > p> NM . . e . 
ernistic design. $20 Modernistic Earrings of 


crystal and jet. $30 


The gift of smart jewelry carries to the recipient 
the subtle implication of her chic. These are im- 
portant new pieces, copied from outstanding French 
originals— gifts certain of highest appreciation. 


Necklaces above, left to right, $20, $110 and $8.95. 





Flexible 


square crystals, $13.95 


Bracelet of 


Ground Floor 


Lord & Taylor 


FIFTH AVENUE 


Flexible Bracelet of al- 
ternating crystal and jet. 
Buckle clasp. $13.95 





NEW YORK 
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_. into patterns of new beauty. Nar- 

rowed to exquisite proportions . . . these new 
designs by Gordon. And so everywhere today you 
see lovely ankles sheathed in Gordon hose! 

The striking Gordon V-Line, for instance—de- 
signed by an artist to give to the ankle a new look 
of tapering loveliness . . . to the ensemble a new 
note of distinction. Developed both in clear chiffon 
and in smooth medium weight. $2.50. 

While Gordon Shadow Clocks—in whose sheer 
chiffon is caught the graceful tracery of a shadow— 
are another way of accenting slim ankles delight- 
fully. Made with the new Narrow Heel; the clocks 
either self-color or a contrasting shade. $3. 

See, too, the striking originality of Gordon Top 
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Clocks—for these shadowy arrows inverted at the 
knee set off to perfection the simple street or sports 
costume. $3 the pair. 

In every Gordon number—and there are many of 
them, from $1.50 to $3.00—you will find the some- 
thing more that has always distinguished Gordon 
hose. Perhaps it is the weaving—for every thread 
is perfect. Perhaps the fit—which is slim perfec- 


[ TS very delicacy is dar- 
ing — the new Gordon Nar- 
row Heel stocking which 
lends a look of fragile grace 
to the ankle it adorns. Pure 


silk to the hem, $2.00. See tion. Or the coloring—soft, lasting, exquisite, 
this new Gordon number 
at your favorite hosiery 
counter today. 


since all Gordon dyes are made by the splendid old 
European formulas. And perhaps it is simply the 
rare combination of all these which makes each 
pair of Gordon hose a perfect example of its kind. 
Made only by BROWN DURRELL COMPANY, 
New York—Boston. 
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Genuine jade choker necklace, jade clasp with Sterling vanity with enamel top in delicate 


carnelian in the center. . . . . . $48 es Ss. cal Ge Se eS Ps oe 4 er See 
GIFTS Bracelet of imitation crystals, imitation em- 

rhinestones and small imitation pearls . $36 . eralds and crystals, or imitation sapphires and 
YOU D LIKE CN ss. Ys EP oe. 


Tasseled necklace of imitation seed pearls. Pin to natch Beacdet. . . . . $3.23 


EN rs ge ae ee Le ! 
YOURSELF! Cuff links and studs in 14-harat white gold 


Cuff links of 14-karat white gold . . $14 with platinum edge, white or smoked pearl 
with genuine pearl center. Set . .« $27.50 


Sterling silver bracelet, leaf design, set with 


Five-strand gold-finished metal necklace, JEWELRY—FIRST FLOOR 
$9.25 14-karat gold money clip. . . . $7.50 


LAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARARARRN DD Tee ee eC rrr 
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‘Cross”’ Envelope Purse with strap handle. 
Fitted with mirror and change puree. Black, 
brown, blue, and green calfsk 9x5 
inches. $9.75. **Cross'’ Glove Gift Box, for women, contains 

one r fancy cuff capeskin, slip-on kidskin, 
han nm suede; all washable leather. $10.90. 
For men, gue peer each, mocha, buckskin and 
capeskin, $ 



























(Mention size please 


£ "Rave May 
CTuaL MAKE™ 


aN DOS 
Christmas may come and Christmas may 
| go, but the Cross Trade Mark remains, 


| and“Claafette tse ‘holding, ten "an real os “A thing of beauty and a joy forever.” 


| trich leather; in gift box. $16. 








“Cross” Writing Case, folds compactly and 

contains blotter writing pad, calendar, stamp 

and address book, ete. Crushed calfskin, 

green. grey. ewe, blue, purple and pink. 
x7 inches. $16.00. 





“Cross"’ Bill Foid for Se hip pocket. Black 
pin, cobra and fine grain seal, mounted with 
engraved 14-kt. gold corners and clips on one 
flap. In gift box. $13.76. 























Fitted Overnight Case—for the woman traveller. Brown, black, 
green or blue Hudson grained hide with shell 1 nf color 
















“Cross” Suit-case Portfolio, combines sult- composition fittings. 14, 16 and 18 inch. $31— 
case for wearing apparel and brief case for with colored pearl fittings, $33—$34—$36. 
Tan or black grained As above, less fittings and fitting pockets, $18—$19—$20. 






papers. 16 x 11 ine 
hide. $34.00 


















““Cross"’ Photograph Frame of crushed calfskin, brown. 
rose, blue, purple, green, grey and tan; also brown florentine 
leather. 4 x 6 inch, $7.50. 6 x 8 inch, $9.00. 7 x 9 inch, 
$10.50. 
















Airedale Book Ends, bronze finish, 7 inches 
high. The pair, $8.00. 














“Cross’’ Compac - kit —a 
lightweight, easy of access 
man's dressing case. 10 x 











L E ble for the woman traveller. Catalogue sent upon request. 4x2 inches. Tan or black 
Light Ww Weight. black enamel cloth with at- oe goat, 3126 00. * la = 

a 
tractive stripe of tan, blue or green. Hat ne cobra lamb, $10.00. 





8 x 9 inches, $14.60. Week-end case 
$23.00. 


inches, 
PO Pg MARK CROSS esis: audi 


175 Broadway The World's Greatest Leather Stores 145 Tremont Street 
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GIFTS FROM DOROTHY GRAY 


Feminine, Profitable, Useful and Charming 





Tue preparations made by Dorothy 
Gray are daily necessities for the care of 
the skin. But “necessities” is a bleak word. 
So delicately fragrant, so delightful to touch 
and to feeling are these creams, lotions, and 
cosmetics, that they bring to the woman 
who uses them a sense of fastidious and 


very feminine luxury. 


DOROTHY 
GRAY 


753 Fifth Avenue, New York 





A Christmas gift of Miss Gray’s prepara- 
tions is intimate and discerning. At the 
leading shops or at the Dorothy Gray 
salons you may make your choice of lovely 
finishing creams, fragrant astringents, gay 
lipsticks, subtly-shaded powders, or per- 
haps a beauty case containing all the prepa- 


rations which are daily essentials. 


Ra Pn PP KP Nn Ne Pan Sn Sea Sn Sn Senatn SnSan Sn tan Sn Sana Sn Sata San Kn. Sa SanSnd 





DOROTHY GRAY 


SEVEN FIFTY-THREE FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK 


lam checking here the intormation I wish you to send me—DThe Story of 
Dorothy Gray (]The Treatment for Lines and Wrinkles 0D The Treatment 
for Double Chin OThe Treatment for Relaxed Muscles and Crépy Throat. 
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LEATHER SPORT JACKETS AND COATS 





IMPORTED 
WOOL SOCKS 



























NECKTIES 








nie 


GIFTS 


Sheer silk stockings in exclusive new tones of 
beige, nude and gray, ranging in price from $2 to 
$4.85 a pair. And silk hosiery with open clocks at 
$3.85 and $5.85 a pair. And bewitching net silk 
steckings at $4.50 a pair. 


Smart and colorful leather sport jackets and coats, 
fashioned of imported capeskin. Priced at $35, $45, 
$65 and $95. In Chanel red, rose, capstan blue, 
forest green or russet brown. 


Sweaters in plain colors and distinctive patterns. In 
cashmere, $25 and $32.50; stockings to match $10 
and $12. In Scotch wool, sweaters are $12 and $15; 
stockings from $4.50 up. 


Imported wool socks: plain colors, $1.50 to $3.50; 
fancy patterns, $2.50, $3 and $3.50. Imported lisle 
socks from $1.50 to $3.50. Silk half-hose from $2 
to $6.50. 


Neckties in a most liberal range of colors and 
patterns, from $2.00 to $6.50, including rep stripes, 
and fancy French and English silks. Also knitted 
silk cravats, plain or figured, at $4.00 and $6.50. 


Men’s silk mufflers within a price range of $7.50 
and $20.00. Silk scarfs of gorgeous pattern and 
coloring, $5.00, $7.50, $10.00 and _ up. 


You'll find a host of princely presents in our book 
of Christmas gift suggestions which will be sent 
you, gladly, on request. 
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NEW YORK 


CHICAGO 
587 Fifth Avenue 38-40 Michigan Avenue South 









BOSTON 
41 Arlington Street 









SILK MUFFLERS 





SWEATERS 

















STOCKINGS TO MATCH 










DETROIT 
1250 Washington Boulevard 
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HOSIERY 
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Girl is proud to wear the beautiful 
new shades — Holyoke Orientals ' 


Mills at Holyoke, Massachusetts - New York Office, 258 Fifth Avenue 


pero 


. ™ e > 
ce ae la ee ee i ett i a i 


f 
i 
x eae 8° : SS gp 








yi 
More 








women drive 





Body by Fisher 


y é 


than any other Fine Car 


~and never have the women of Amer- 
ica welcomed any Buick quite so enthu- 
siastically as Buick for 1928, with its 
superb new bodies by Fisher. 


No automobile ever impressed women 
as being so truly beautiful, so luxurious, 
so comfortable; no car ever inspired 
them with such confidence ~ ever made 


them feel so much at home at the wheel 








~so certain that itwould always doexact- 
ly what they wanted it to do and always 
perform as they wanted it to perform. 


Buick has given women the finest 
motor car they have ever owned ~a car 
ideally suited to their needs. That is 
why more women drive Buicks~and 
look forward to driving Buicks~than 
any other fine car. 





WHEN BETTER AUTOMOBILES ARE BUILT 
BUICK WILL BUILD THEM 























CELANESE THE VERSATILE 


'ABRICS such as the world has never seen 

before...supreme alike in beauty, practicality, 
and healchfulness...are now being shown at the 
leading stores. Celanese the versatile waits to 
serve you! ...woven into gossamer voiles, sump- 
tuous satins, taffetas, crépes, foulards, moires... 
a queenly array of matchless fabrics, plain and 
figured, lustrous and dull. 

Most stable of all textiles, Celanese fabrics 
wear marvelously. They are fast to sun, suds, 
and salt-water; dry with amazing rapidity; and 
neither shrink nor lose shape. Washing actually 
enhances their loveliness. 

For frocks, lingerie and negligees they offer 


the further advantage of special hygienic prop- 
erties. They are truly perspiration-proof; they 
will not grow clammy, nor rot, nor cling. 
They keep you cool in summer, warm in win- 

ter. They allow the sun’s ultraviolet rays and 
the electricity generated by the skin to bathe. 
your body constantly. 

For draperies, pillow-tops, table-scarfs, lamp- 
shades, and other household purposes, the love- 
liness and practicality of Celanese fabrics make 
them always appropriate. 

Samples of Celanese fabrics will be sent you 
on request. Address Dept. 8, Celanese Corpora- 
tion of America, 15 East 26th Se., New York. 


CELANESE 


rec.us. BRAND Pat. ore. 


FABRICS 
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A CUGENeC WAVE 


THE CUGENE 





wy 


METHOD 


A BEAUTY TREATMENT FOR YOUR HAIR 


At this season of the year comes the 
gentle Eugene Method—considerate 
of your hair and of you—making it 
possible to get a second permanent 
wave—and enjoy all-year comfort 
and convenience. 


The Eugene Permanent Wave is a 
Selective beauty treatment for your 
hair. It strictly confines the new wave 
to the newly grown straight hair— 
and avoids double-waving the re- 
mains of your old permanent. This 
is accomplished by means of the 
Eugeneol Perforated Re-wave Sachet 
and the Eugene Two-Sectional Steam- 
er — exclusive Eugene advantages. 


Repeated waves by the Eugene Method 


(i 


eUGeNe 


O} 











< 





(O) 








are true new waves—not re-waves— 
and leave the hair flawlessly soft 
and perfectly conditioned. And, 
most surprising of all, you will find 
yourself rested and refreshed, dur- 
ing and after the treatment. 


Any Eugene Method waver can give 
you a Eugene Selective Re-wave. If 
you wish, we will send you the names 
of all accredited Eugene Wavers in 
your vicinity. Ask also for our 
most complete and interesting booklet 
“The Eugene Method.” It tells why 
the Eugene Waver deserves his higher 
fee —it answers all your questions. 


Eugene, Ltd., of London and Paris, 
565 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


Permanent Waves 


PERFECTED ABROAD- PREFERRED THE WORLD OVER 








HARPER’S BAZap 








LMIiLLER 


tN FT ECE RN ACE TON ALE 


9 


PRESENTS 


«NST ae 





AN IMPORTANT COLLECTION 
EXPRESSING EVERY NEW STYLE THEME 
. - « FROM THE FORMAL ELEGANCE OF VELVET 
AND BROCADE TO THE CLASSIC 
SIMPLICITY OF GOLD 


Lm I LL € R AND SILVER (a) The LINX~ White woven silk-- 
INTERNATIONALE ( i i , --tri-color straps. 
A VAST INTERNATIONAL STYLE KIDSKIN yoo? agra geal setae RAP 


(b) The DAINTEE ~ In pastel 


ORGANIZATION PRESENTING ; : 
velvets, silver or gold kidtrim. 


NEW FASHIONS IN FOOTWEAR 
AND ACCESSORIES (c) The TELA ~ In silver with gold 


LIMILLER DELUXE SHOES P Id with silv " 
BEAUTIFUL SHOES L MILLER ee re re ae 


ATAIR OQ, p rd 
LEAKING * fuxe Sve 
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Custom Shoe Salon 


FIFTH AVENUE at 46th STREET 
SHOPS AND AGENCIES IN PRINCIPAL CITIES 
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ae longed - for 


Longer cltochings = 


The shortest breeze-blown skirt meets its 
match in the ample extra inches of these 
Van Raalte Stockings! » » +» No need to 
stretch and pull—they’re long, rea/ly long, 
—beautiful, flawless silk up—and up— 
and still farther! + + + Over the foot, 
ankle, and calf, how sleekly they cling; 
their gossamer threads, knitted elastically, 
follow every changing curve. Van Raalte 
Stockings are smart, and sheer, lustrously 


lovely—and /onger, inches /onger! 


« «4 ~~ because you 
love nice 
things” 
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CHICAGO BROOKLYN 
Mtate Street, ne Monroe Fulton Street, near Hoyt 
DET broad Stree ARK, 
sroac reet, corner West Park 
1269 Woodward ‘venue WAUKEE 


suctid Avenue, near oo Street 


Broadway, corner nieth Street 


-vreations i, ventas 
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Rid in {2 ome 


THE formal evening season with a succession 
of brilliant entertainments — holiday occa- 
sions—-demands striking apparel. For 
the hours of brilliance Virginia Bedell has 


>, 


selected a group of ultra fashions—Taffetas 
and Chiffons are outstanding in new silhou- 
ettes—Velvets are subtly cut. Each youthful, 
distinctive fashion is very moderately priced. 


Sold Exclusively in 19 Bedell Fashion Shops from Coast to Coast 


PITTSBURGH 
Fifth Avenue, near Wood Street 


NEW_ YORK 
19 West 34th Street 


MIL 
CLEVELAND Plankinton Arcade, Wisconsin 
Avenue 


8ST. LOUIS 
Washington Ave., corner Seventh 


LOS ANOBLE 













BOSTON 





sUFFALC 





ROCHESTER 
WORCESTER 


SYRACUSE 


Washington St., cor. Bedford 
BL 8) 

Main Street, corner Mohaw 

East Main St., near Clinton 

Main Street, near Chatham 


South Salina, near Fayette 
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PHILADELPHIA 
Market Street, corner Twelfth 
PORTLAND, OREGON 
Sixth Street, corner Alder 


BRIDGEPORT 
Main Street, corner Elm 


k 






OAKLAND, CALIFORNIA 
1530 Broadway 
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18 BECAUSE YOU LOVE NICE THINGSNs 


na 


Free From Wrinkles / 


¢ ] HE smart silhouette is the young silhouette nowadays and so simple 
and sheer are modern clothes that underwear wrinkles may—un- 
known to you—be adding years to your figure! 

Van Raalte Singlettes assure ycu the smooth, supple lines of youth 
because they are fashioned from pure glove silk—the one fabric so 
elastic that it adapts itself to every pose without a wrinkle, and so 
durable that ic withstands successfully both wear and washing. 

There are various styles of Singlettes—each combining the features 
of several garments and each a complete underdress. 


Good shops everywhere are showing the new Van Raalte Singlettes 
—if you do not find the style you want, write us for information 


VAN RAALTE 


Glove Silk. Underwear 


28a 295 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. C. 





Left 9631—The brassiere in this Singlette is made of surah 
suede, an exceptionally resistant material and the — 


is of extra heavy glove silk. Smart on the slender figure, 
it has been designed with several features that make it espe- 
cially suitable for the larger woman. Sizes 30 to 46. 


Centre9859—Black Chantilly lace brassiere and pointed knee 
cuffs lined with pink net make this Singlette of black glove 
silk unusually ietoms Star- shaped seat* adds grace 
and strength to the crotch * Pat. app. for. 


Right 9854—With a strictly tailored brassiere of heavy 
love silk, a graceful, fitted yoke at the waist and a pantie 
avishly trimmed with Bretonne lace, a new fashion is 
introduced by Van Raalte: the placing of all elaborations 
of trimming at the lower edge near the abbreviated 
hemline of modern skirts. 
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Consider these ideas 
for your 
Family Gift Giving 





‘(/M my opinion the PERFECT GIFT 


is one that fills a real place — 




















Mrs. RoosEvELT 


whose wide in- 


terests reflect her generous personality 
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UXUICO usly : 


eMrs. FRANKLIN D. ROOSEVELT 


The following prominent hostesses who have chosen 
Simmons Beautyrest Mattresses for their own beautiful 
homes praise first of all its luxurious comfort: 


MRS. J. BORDEN HARRIMAN 





For the House 


Bought with the inevitable 
Xmas check—a Simmons 
Beautyrest for the guest room. 






















To Mother 

The Simmons Gift Certificate 
solves the gift problem for a 
man to his mother. It can be 
presented on Christmas day 
and the mattress selected later. 


For the Men 


This new mattress—a contri- 
bution to comfortable living is 
an excellent choice for the men. 


To Daughter 


Home for the Holidays! Some- 
thing luxurious for her own 
room—-the Beautyrest and a 
new Simmons Bed — an invest- 
ment in the joy of home- 
comings! 





For Grandmother 





MRS. A. J. DREXEL BIDDLE 

MRS. KELLOGG FAIRBANK 

MRS. MORGAN BELMONT 

LADY MENDL (ELSIE DE WOLFE) 
MRS. ROBERT T. VANDERBILT 


ECAUSE discerning women have 
praised it—because its unique con- 
struction makes it the most supremely 
comfortable of its kind—the Simmons 
Beautyrest Mattress can be presented as 
a Christmas gift with the most confident 
satisfaction. 

Trim and smart in appearance, with 
sensitive spiral coils—its quality and ele- 
gance are exactly what one seeks in a gift. 

The New Simmons Gift Certificate can 
be presented so conveniently on Christ- 
mas Day. And the Mattress—in the cov- 
ering preferred—can be chosen at leisure. 


The Beautyrest Mattress, upholstered in cotton, $39.50; 
Rocky Mountain Region and West, $41.50. The Simmons 














Order a Beautyrest Mattress 
sent special delivery to arrive 
the day before Xmas! 


New York house. 


“The most marvelous mattress in the world,” says Mrs. Franklin D. 
Roosevelt who has Beautyrest Mattresses in her own bedroom in her 
Simmons Bed, Model No. 1595 


Company, New York, Chicago, Atlanta, San Francisco. 


This attractive Christmas Gift Certi- 
ficate for a Simmons Beautyrest 


























Mattress can be had in your local store 
Ne. k 1028 
o 
his rti ristmas 1927 
ENTITLES 
One Simm s hl 
P ES’ bs 
Mar TRESs 
al 
ag From, _ 
The inner construction of the Simmons Beautyrest Mattress, firm, x ’ 
sensitive coils extending to the farthermost edges, explains its Be 
luxurious buoyancy—its trim upstanding sides! ‘ 7 ose 


a I M M () N i, Breps ~~’ Sprincs’~* MatrressEs 


{BUILT FOR SLEEP} 











for DECEMBER 1927 





% 


SCHOBER ann COMPANY - ) 


~ 











Har OF° O—  NnQ—0 


A 
b 
O 
Nn 
7 
S 
u 
2 
d 
@ 
m 
l 
al 
k 
6 
r) 
d 
t 
q 
nN 





24 


Fe 











oa— 


HARPER’S BAZAR 


ee ee ee 


MAZDA LAMPS 


sing a carol of joyous light at 


CHRISTMAS TIME 


On THE children’s tree; 
throughout the house; on the 
porch and outdoor tree, Noma 
Decorative Lighting Outfits 
proclaim the spirit of good- 
will and peace on earth. 

Noma Decorative Sets, strung in series of eight 
lamps to a set, are fitted with tiny Mazda Lamps 
that come in all colors of the rainbow. 

Each set is equipped with a double-duty plug 
to fit either a lamp socket or a wall outlet. 

Also, by means of an extension device, a fea- 
ture patented and exclusive on Noma Outfits, 
you may attach one set to another and have a 
number of strings of tiny lights radiating from a 
single outlet. 

Noma Tree-holders are designed to add to the 
decorative scheme, as well as for utility. And to 
all can be added for greater beauty and brilliance 
Noma Reflectors in shapes and colors of stars 


greater brilliance, longer life and economy of 
current consumption, so do these tiny Mazda 
Lamps which are standard equipment on all 
Noma Outfits. 


Decorative outfits equipped with carbon fila- 
ment lamps are often unsatisfactory and a dis- 
appointment both in brilliance and reliability. 


Noma Outfits mean no blown-out circuits, 
no hasty calls for the elec- 
trician; for Noma Products 
are made to mect the high- 
est standards of electrical 
manufacture. 


Noma Outfits may be 
used over and over 
againastableandroom 
decorations on gala oc- 
casions—parties, wed- 
dings, lawn fetes, 
dances, and especially 





and flowers. 
As Mazda Lamps for household use give 


SO ee en ee eee a ee ee ee ae 


A Noma decorative outhi, 
especially designed for the 
top of the Christmas tree, 
provides a beautiful finish- 
ing touch. Also may be placed 
over an entrance doorway. 


for gladdening all hol- 
idays. 





Noma Tree-holder illuminates 
beautifully the base of your 
tree. The Gard-n-lite Sectional 
Fence adds to decoration of 
the base of tree and can be 
used as a children’s toy also. 


The Kristinelite is the symbol of Christ- 
mas spirit and gives the cheery effect of 
Christmas lights where conditions do not 
permit an actual tree. Most effectively 
used in the window, on the mantelpiece 
or table. 


This string of eight colorful 
little Mazda Lamps can be se- 
curely fastened in any position 
on your tree. A sliding red bead 
below each attractive octagon- 
shaped socket does the trick 


These new and distinctive star 
and petal-shaped metal retlec- 
tors, combined with a Noma 
cight-lamp outfit, give a beauti- 
ful color effect and double the 
lighting efficiency of the lamps. 














CDecomtive 
Lighting 


8.9 Ff i 22 


PRODUCTS 


NOMA 


F O R A L L 


Noma Etecrric Corporation, 340-44 Hudson Street, New York 


Oc ca epeirodn s 


** Dealites:”* “‘Usalites:’’ M. Propp Co.: Licensed under Noma patents. 
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Mr. Charles Nestle invented Permanent Waving and its every notable advancement. 





cutee? 


may be repeated as often as you wish, with absolute safety 


Time and again your hair may be waved by the or ammonia, and requires but seven minutes 
Nestle Circuline method with absolute safety, of temperate heat —100 degrees /ess than is 
with the comforting assurance that your hair necessary for an ordinary marcel. 

will remain always soft, lustrous, and grace- But remember, Madame, you are not getting 
fully undulating. For unlike all other methods, a Nestle Circuline Wave unless your hairdresser 
Circuline treats each head of hair strictly accord- uses genuine Circulines (as pictured above). Watch 


her as she immerses one for each curl 

in clear, fresh water; and look for the 

name “ Nestle Circuline” stamped on 
the glassine wrappers—your assurance 
of a perfect wave! 


ing to its individual requirements. 


And because Circuline adapts itself 

to the needs of each type of hair, it 
waves only the new hair growth— 
gently re-setting the previously waved hair. — - 
Whether your hair be fine or coarse, | NA 
bleached or grey, the Circuline method sci- ¥ =< ‘ : ; ; 
entifically defines its texture and caters to it. cer tainty and disappointments in perma- 
Circuline is gentle, too. ..for it is entirely free nent waving. It has made repeated waves 
from injurious chemicals such as lye, potash testayour her before as safe and as beautiful as your first wave. 

is waved an eter- 


mines which Circu- 
lines will safely and 


perfectly wave it. 
N E S i LE Patented July 18, 1926. Other Patents Pending. Po 


Circuline |= 


PERMANENT WAVE-< 






Circuline has banished forever the un- 


iii. eaaiit 





C. NESTLE Co. 
Dept. B-12, 12 E. 49th St., New York City 
Please send booklet describing Nestle 
Circuline; also names and addresses of Cir- 


; culine hairdressers nearest me who will 
test my hair before waving it. 
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Rich warm brown is the 
“tone” of this gold plated 
Standard Douglass, with cof- 
fee colored ostrichskin cov- 
ering; the price, $17.50 





Silhouette or Standard $10 


A Standard Douglass this, 
gold plated top and bottom 
with polished amber alligator 
hide covering. Men display 
this model at club and office 
or in travel. It is offered at 
$17.50 


French brown lizardskin 
glistens between the gold 
lated ends of this Silhouette 
ouglass, matching the pres- 
ent vogue in shoes, bags 
and charming accessories. 
The cost, $17.50 


Black lizardskin encases this 
particular nickel plated Stan- 
dard Douglass. A true Doug- 
lass, for working parts are the 
same on ail peed om the dif- 
ference is only in material 
and finish of the cases. Many 
leathers are shown on this 
model, at $7.50 





A Silhouette for the 
ensemble! Jungle 
green sharkskin over 
triple silver plate; 
there are other shark- 
skin colors and tex- 
tures, too, priced 
$12.50 





Triple silver plate covers this severe case, much 
favored by men who go about evenings. You 
may have it monogramed at slight extra cost. 













Use Douglass Lighter Fluid or 
aviation gasolene 


ADA AAAAAAAAAAAAAA 


The beautifully thin Silhouette Douglass inspired 
Wadsworth, master designer of watch tases and jew- 
elry, to produce this case of solid 14 kt. rose gold and 
turn a shield for its proud possessor’s monogram. 
Price $165; it comes also in sterling at $35 


c)his strategy 
should win you a 


Douglas S$ 


Smokers desiring to avoid the commonplace 
ash-tray-cigarette-case sort of Christmas will do 
well to begin this plan now. We assume you 
want a Douglass, for the Douglass is an auto- 
matic lighter — it lights at the mere press of 
a trigger. 


First then, commit an occasional faux pas 
with matches. Accidentally break them—to the 
accompaniment of mild but forceful expletives; 
obviously cast about for a place to deposit 
burned sticks; be nearly always out of matches. 


Lure friends past jewelers, department stores 
and smoke shops. Coming upon a show of 
Douglasses arrayed in rare leathers, in precious 
metals, sigh longingly, gaze wistfully, pass on 
resignedly. 


In a gathering, when a Douglass is displayed, 
ask to see it. Ping a light. Then raise your voice 
well above the radio and congratulate the lighter 
owner upon his sound judgement. If it is one 
of the new Silhouette Douglasses — thin like a 
modern watch is — decide quickly if you prefer 
this to the Standard model. Declare your pref- 
erence in brief, decisive tones. 


Heavens! The time to start your strategy is 
right now. Select your Douglass from the mo- 
dels shown here. Circle the one you want and 
leave the magazine open! 


Press the trigger —there’s your light 
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Long wearing nickel plate 
encases this most modestly 
priced Standard Douglass. 
The same precise working 
parts yet it sells for only $5 





Tan pigskin—in the 
Silhouette size with 
silver plated ends — 
definitely a man’s 
lighter. Also in Stan- 
dard size to sell for 
$12.50 








Charming in its design of chased lines and 
round shield, this triple plated silver Silhouette 
Douglass is much seen at bridge and at dinner. 
The price, $10; in similar gold plate $15 


Rose Ecrasse goatskin is the 
fascinating leather encasing 
this Standard model, seen in 
many an afternoon hand bag, 
with many southern sports 
costumes. The ends are triple 
silver; $12.50 





Sterling! A solid silver case b 

a Wadsworth. Line decorated, 

with shield for your mono- 

gram skillfully moved off 
center. This is a Silhou- 
ette Douglass selling for 
$35 














A windshield for your Doug- 
lass! Slips on for sports or 
motoring, and does do its job. 
Costs $1. The Douglass wind- 
shield comes in Standard and 
Silhouette sizes, in gold and 
silver finish. Shown here on 
a silver ended Standard model 
cased with cocoa sharkskin 


~~. All finishes, except that of the five- 
dollar Douglass, may be had in 
Standard or Silhouette models 


DAAADADAADAAAAAALA 











THE DOUG 


LASS 


LIGHTER 





SPONSORED BY HARGRAFT 
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. | throat irritation 


4B. HAT is the quality that Antonio Scotti, Rosa Raisa, 
ole Lawrence Tibbett, Leon Rothier, Florence Macbeth, 
Holbrook Blinn, Alice Brady, and other famous singers, 
actors, broadcasters and public speakers have found that 
: makes LUCKY STRIKES delightful and of no possible 
d, injury to their voices? 

off For the answer we turned to medical men and asked them 
or this question: 


Do you think from your experience with 
LUCKY STRIKE cigarettes that they are 
less irritating to sensitive or tender throats 
than other cigarettes, whatever the reason? 


_ 11,105* doctors answered this question “YES.” 





d Consider what these figures mean; consider that they rep- 
tl resent the opinion and experience of doctors, those whose 
n business it is to know. 


“It’s toasted” 


No Throat Irritation-No Cough. 


i te 

















a | 
Alice Brady, 

Charming American Actress, 

writes : 

“My work on the stage may appear 
easy to an audience but, as a matter 
of fact, it is very strenuous. Now and 
then I indulge in a cigarette for re- 
laxation and pleasure. I use Lucky 
Strikes, as I find they not only protect 
my voice but afford me the greatest 
amount of genuine enjoyment.” 


Chas” Srceiidlads 





Smooth, mellow, fragrant 
* | And 11,105* doctors say Lucky Strikes prevent 





% We hereby certify that we have examined 11,105 
signed cards confirming the above statement. 
LYBRAND, ROSS BROS. & MONTGOMERY 
Accountants and Auditors 
New York, July 22, 1927. 
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New York—Girls 




















BRIARCLIFF 


Mrs. Dow’s School for Girls 


Margaret Bell Merrill, M. A., Principal 


BRIARCLIFF MANOR, NEW YORK 
General Academic and College 
Preparatory Courses 
Post Graduate Department 
Music and Art with New York advantages 
New Swimming Pool 
Music Department: 

Jan Sickesz, Director 


Art Department: 
Charles W. Hawthorne, N. A., Director 





secu oe 


A Distinctive Fifth Avenue School 


Facing Central Park and the Art Mu- 
seum.. Combines charming home life 
and interesting school work. 
Unsurpassed R tional Opportunities 
Central Park for Riding and Outdoor 
Sports. New York's best in Music, Art 
and Drama 
Regular Academic and Advanced Fin- 
ishing Courses, Intensive College Prep- 
aration. Special Courses in Art, Music, 
Languages and Dramatic Art. 


Resident and Day Departments 


Address Miss Rosa B. Chisman, Principal, 
1006 Fifth Avenue, New York City 








GARDNER SCHOOL 
11 East 5ist Street, New York City 


A thorough school with delightful home life. College 
preparatety, academic, secretarial, post graduate 
courses. Music. Outdoor sports 70th year 


THE FINCH SCHOOL 


$OST-CRADUATE COURSES: Music, 
Making, English, Drama, Secretarial. 
PARIS a | of echoed emphasized. 
BSI E GRAVE, Principal, 

New York City 





Je 
61 East 77th Street. 


N.Y. School of Music & Art 


All branches of music and the arts. Dormitory in 
school bull Students can enter any day 
Diplomas conferred. Beautiful new_ building 
Ralfe Leech Sterner, Director, 26 West 86th 
Street, New York, N. Y- 








THE COMMONWEALTH SCHOOL 


Social and Economic Problems, Budgeting, 
Hygiene and Home Nursing. Cooking, Dressmak- 
ing Clothing Design, House Furnisair 
and Investments. One 

Box B, 134 EB. 55t 


+ and part t me courses. 
. New York City. 















Arts, 
Travel, Arts, | 


Banking | 





























mester. 
the second half of the year. 








second semester. 









however. 









HARPER’S 
119 West 40th Street 






AND THEN COMES A NEW 
SEMESTER 


OON after the Christmas holidays, 
In many cases, school plans must begin with 


In a number of the high type schools featured in Harper’s 
Bazar School Department, there are vacancies for the 
Application should be made immediately, 
The School Department will gladly consult with 
you, and give you any information you may desire. 


BAZAR SCHOOL DEPARTMENT 













comes a new se- 






New York City 




















New York— Girls 

















Tarrytown-on- 


MARYMOUNT Hudson, N. Y. 
SCHOOL COLLEGE 


(Wilson Park) (Castle Av 
Finishing Courses. Secretarial Domestic ‘Retence 
ey Pool. Branches Fifth Ave., N. Y. City 
For Catalogue apply to Reverend Mother 


Piahiand Manor 


Country Boarding School and Junior College. 
Non-Sectarian. All Grades. 
Conservatory of Music. 


EUGENE H. 
Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New 


Sat Che Castle 


Miss Mason's School 
- for Girls 
Box 942. Tarrytown-on-Hudson. New York 


rantwood jHall 


College preparatory for girls. General 
; music, art, Gamation _ Sonting 


Ser ier tee 


SSining 
School for Girls 
- 


jor Coll Department, Upper and 
Sunecls ol CLARA om FULLER, Principal, 
128, _ ab ang N.Y. 


VDONGAN HALL 


A Country School for Girls. 
Within the limits of New York City. 
College Preparation. General Course. call Art, 
Emma Barber Tusnpesh, Head Mist 





Special Courses. 


LEHMAN, Director 
York, Box 102 





















FOR 
GIRLS 
New York advantages. 


CUDDER SCHOOL 


Day and Boarding 

Hias ScHOOL. Post GRADUATE COURSES: 

Home Economies; Secretarial and Executive 

T ng: Social Welfare and Community 

vice. Mise" H. B. Scudder, 66 Fifth Avenue, 
+ York City. 


S:. FAITHS, SCHOL 


vocational Guidance, Athle 
zcellent ntages at Moderate rot 


0 
Rev. Cuas. H. L. Forp, Box 24, Saratoga. N.Y. 








Away 


from Home” 





A Desirable Residence 

for Girls Studying in 

New York -- 12th Year 
The surroundings, service and appointments 
of a genuine home. Elective chaperonage. 


Languages. Piano. Two adjoining houses. 
Catalog on request Open all year. 


flrs. Hoswell’s 


Address Mrs. llenry Llarrison Bostwell 
344-346 W Drive) 


. 84th Street (next Riverside 
Tel. Susquehanna 7053 


TEASDALE RESIDENCE 


For Girl Students and Young Women 
326 West 80th St. Riverside Drive, N. Y. C. 
Susquehanna 7858 














Chaperonage Booklet 








elective. 
321 West 80th Street, New York 

















SEMPLE SCHRL 


Boarding gad Dey. = = College Preparatory 
Post Graduate. ing courses. Languages, 
Art, Music, a Art. Outdoor Recreation. 


Mrs. T. Darrington Semple, Principal, 241- 
242 Central Park West, Box B, New York City. 


THE LENOX SCHOOL 


A School for girls offering College 
and eral Courses. Pre-Primary 
yy] fire-proof building. 
and French. Catalc ue an request. 
Resenrar, 52-54 East 78t » New York. 





Prepara 
to Coll 





School 


The : KNOX fr Cire 


MRS. RUSSELL. HOUGHTO 
CRSTOWN, N. Y. 

Catto chool 
Fd ho LONG ISLAND 
New York 


MIRIAM A. BYTEL, Principal 





Garden City 


a. B 


Athletics. Music,’ | 


New York—Co-ed. 











FRENCH-AMERICAN KINDERGARTEN 


And Primecs yom Children three to ten 


MISS FERGUSON’S RESIDENCE 


A home of exclusive patronage for girls studying 
in New York. Conveniently located. Chaperon- 
age if desired. French. Openall year. Est. 1915, 
Tel. Susquehanna 5343. Catalogue. 

311 West 82nd Street, New York City 





Butdoor me sxivithes under Cay en Booklet 


Mrs Kathieen M. Burke 


Countess W. Armf: 
27 E. Sist Street, New York City. Rhinelander 9043 











@ TLAPPY HOURZ =) 
pees 
79 


MRS.M.C.\WHYTE 
SAS WEST O6TH STREET NEA YORK CITY 














Tutoring 











THE JANE ACORN 


Formerly the Acorn Club 
331 W. 101st Street, New York City 
Residence for young women 
ic— Art—Business 
MARY F. ERASER, M. ETHEL SLITER, Directors 
Seventh year 























New York—Boys 
SCHOOL 


AWLING forgot 


Dr. Frederick L. Gamage, Headmaster 
Pawling New York 


THE MANLIUS SCHOOL 
**Saint John’s’”’ 


if Ar aos ge preparatory 
ipped. usiness course. Junior Department, 
~ ie brdered athletics. Catalog 


Gen. Wm. Verbeck, Pres., Box 1212, Manlius, N. Y, 


Kyle School {fi iaids. 22 miles from 
New York. 37th year. Fine Athletic field. “ Your 
school looks so homelike’’—visitors’ expression. 
Summer Camp in the Catskills 
DR. PAUL KYLE 
Box 57, Irvington-on-Hudson, New York 


The MOHONK SCHOOL 


A Boarding School for Boys from 10 years to College Age 


College Preparatory. Technical and Business Courses, 
Outdoor Life and Health Stress For catalog address 


JEROME F. KIDDER, Box B, Mohonk Lake, New York 


New York Military Academy, 





pen med Thoroughly 





for fifty boys 6 to 16. Beau- 











Cc “a sg * we 


Piades N.Y. 
Brig. Gen. Milton F. Davis, D.S.N eos 
intendent. College preparatory and junior 
schools. High scholastic standards, normal 





military training, commercial courses, sports. 














HAMILTON INSTITUTE 
FOR BOYS ‘OR GIRLS 
347 West 87th Street est End Ave. at 87th St. 
Grammar and High College Preparatory. 
School. 34th Year. Secretarial, _ Domestie 
Science. 24th Year. 
Both a ayy Direction ot 


the Personal 
ARCHIBALD SHAW, M.A. 





I 


Rev. J. M. Furman, L.H.D., 


7 @8 = £0] 6) Cay sel am = eh a 


TARRYTOWN-ON-HUDSON, N 





Seameoenen. Box 913 





Berkeley Irving School 
48th Year. From Kindergarten to College. Small 
classes. Thorough instruction. Prepares for col- 
lege or business. Junior Department and Kinder- 
Swimming pool. Gy por. Physi 
Outing classes 


a School Catalog. 
Tel. Endicott 5639. 


311 West 83rd St, New York 





St. Johns School 


OSSINING -ON-HUDSON. N.Y 
Prepares Boys for College and oe Small 


classes. Military training. Athlet Separate 
school for ws! = as w inTiant ‘ADDISON 
RANNEY, A.M., Pri 





REPTON. 2 CIOL 


For boys 6 to 15. English University Masters 
Prepares for best college preparatory schools. 
Vv. Witewshby Barrett, Headmaster 
Box V, Tarrytown, New Yor 


RIVERDALE sévoctterbors 


Well Balanced Program. One of the Best Col- 
lege Board Records. Athletics, Student Activ- 
ities, Music, Fire Proof Dormitory. 20th year. 


For catalog address FRANK S. HACKETT, 
Head Master, RIV ERDAL E-ON-HUDSON, N. Y. 











Pennsylvania— Boys 


CHESTNUT HILL 


A } oe Preparatory Boarding School for 
re In the open hill country, eleven miles North 
of Philadelphia. Complete equi wr, Genlor and 

Junior Schools T.R. H (Yale 
B, Chestnut Hill, Pa. 


yde, 
Box 
AND 
FRANKLIN“°MARSHALL, 
CADEMY> 
A Wid. Reco; Moderat 
sort School. w holesome mtSchool Lite 
Prepared f jor College inthe last 30 eure. 
» Pd.D., Prin., Box 408, Lancaster, Penn. 














Life 





The Misses Patterson’s Residence | 


A | ae 1 home for young women studying Music 
an Art. Chaperonage if desired ooklet. 
Open all year. 


336 W. 89th Street, N. Y.C. Schuyler 10167 





SPEECH AND CO-ORDINATION 
Defective speech corrected. Individual attention 
to highly tensioned children in their home when 
necessary Building of the speaking voice and 
sound memory training. Write for information 
Elsa Brunotte. Hotel Lucerne, 201 West 79th St 
Tel. End. 7100 





School Information 


Select your school from a recommended list. 
best are here. If you desire additional in- 


formation, write Harper's Bazar School De- 
partment, 


119 W. 40th Street, New York City. 











NAZARETH HALL 


Founded tn 1743. _ A famous old military ones. 
Moderate rates. Preperation Ly tent and busi- 
ness. Junior School al attention in 

and athletics. G — Bw Pool in camp. 
Rev. A. D. Thaeler, D.D., Box 50, } dt Pa. 


YES 


is an answer to the school problem—the 
. Write for some real information. 
y Box 930, Saltsburé. 
Pa. Kiskiminetas School for Boys. 
Second Semester opens February 1, 1928 
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For Complete Information About Any School—Write Us Today 











New Jersey—Boys 








New England—Girls 








New England— Boys 

















school, offers an 
interesting 2-year 
course in selective 
college subjects. 

Seven Gables, for 











Mairy Lyon School 


| Boys from 


Box 442, 


Emphasizes preparation 

E for College Entrance 

Board Examinations. 

tates. Modern buildings. = 

acres. i thletios for e overs boy. Six Forms 


cluding we qremmar 62nd year. Nine 
miles from neeton. Box 12S, Hightstown, N. J. 


WENONAH MILITARY ACADEMY 


Se miles from Philadelphia. College entrance, busi- 

courses. Horsemanship under in- 
p+ — of Equitation. Special school for Juniors. 
For Catal hy Book write to the Registrar, 
enon, 








BORDENTOWN mina 
INSTITUTE 
Thorough pegparetion, for college or business 

Efficient faculty classes, ndiviegel atten. 
tion. Boys taught how to study. R. O. T. C. 43rd 
year. 




















College Preparatory and Graduate 

hool Courses. 60 Acre Estate 19 mil. 

fom Phila. John H. Bell, Headmaster, L. G. 
Schacterle, Registrar, Box B, West Chester, Pa. 


BEAVER COLLEGE 


goa &TON 





For 
Women 


Continuing the work of Beechwood. General and | 


Junior College courses with Diploma and Degree. 


Journalism. Splendid equipment. New $100,000 
dormitory. Catalog 
Address Box B, Jenkintown, Pa. 





OGONTZ SCHOOL for GIRLS 


Two years of unusual finishing courses. Also 
College Preparatory Course. Rare cnportunitien 
in Music and Art. 25 minutes from Phila. Trained 
psychologists study individual needs andrecommend 
sudies. Est. 1850. Rydali Hall for younger girls. 
Abby A. Sutherland, Prin., Ogontz School, Montgomery Co., Pa. 


Birmingham School 


Thorough college preparation and courses for girls 
pl going to college. fusic, Fine Arts. 

nasium, swimming pool. Catalog. Alvan R. 
Grier, President, Box 135, Birmingham, Pa. 


ae ~[LARCUM-— 


coal Suburban to Philadelphia. Thorough 
College Preparation. Music and Art. All 
Sports—Riding. For Catalog address: 
The Secretary, Box B, Bryn Mawr, Pa. 















PENN HALL 


For girls. Academic and college preparatory. 
Junior, _Conservatory. Month of May at Ocean 
City, 25 acre campus. All modern buildings. Mod- 
erate rates. For catalog address Frank S Magill 
A.M., Headmaster, Box H, © Shambersburg, Pa. 


Bishopthorpe Manor 


Home Economics, Secretarial, Expression, Art, 
Music. College preparatory. New Gymnasium 
and Pool. Horseback Riding. For catalog address 
Mr. and Mrs. C. N.Wyant, Box 246, Bethiehem, Pa. 








ol. T. LANDON, Princi rR 
Drawer o30, BORDENTOWN, WN. J. 
PRINCETO FRaPagaTony SCHOOL 
Fine, 7 
Preparatory for all” ‘alien Rapid 
Limited number of ~ upils and freedom from rigid 
class organization. 
tention to athletics and moral wi 
gymnasium. 54th year. For catalog, addr 
Box B, Princeton, N. 


Coll 
BLAIR * “Scho for Boys 





Founded 1848.  Imposi buildings, fully 
equipped. Thorough instruction. Lower School 
for yo er boys. 


anne Write for catalog. 


Charles H. Breed, A.M., Headmaster, Box Z, 


Blairstown, N. J 


FREEHOLD ix SCHOOL 


for boys 7 to 15. Modified military traini 





Board 
Gx. A Beanding Schat fir Gita 


Pi et A -* 
and Finishing 
Music, Art, Expression, Domestic ~ al 
Secretarial 
Beautiful Granite Residence. Attractive 
Schoolhouse. Unexcelled Gymuasium. 
Athletics. 12 Acres. Small Classes 


Write for Illustrated Catalog 


Mr. and Mrs. Wm. F. Carlson, Principals 
Box B, Stamford, Conn. 


WALNUT HILL SCHOOL "tis: 


A College Preparatory School for Girls. Outdoor 
life. Athletics and winter sports, 17 miles from 


MISS FLORENCE BIGELOW, Principal 


House In The Pines “ORTON 


Preparation for all co ASS Ac- 
Music. Household Arts. Dra- 
Sports. Riding. Separate 


Miss GERTRUDE E. CornIsH, Principal 


OWARD SEMINARY 


Vhere New England Traditions Count in 

the Girl's Education. College Preparatory, 

Junior Say Goedel Courses. Home 

Economics tarial, Sports, Swimming, 

Riding. Accredited. "Lynn H. Harris (Ph.D. Yale), 
President, Box 26, West Bridgewater, Mass. 














inculcates obedience, orderliness, self-reliance. The 
school with the personal touch. ‘Write for vue 
Address - Chas. M. Duncan, Box 1 
Freehold, N. 








New England—Girls 











THE MARY A. BURNHAM SCHOOL 


For girls. Est. 1677. a preparatory and 
special courses, e-year intensive college 
preparation. Opposite. ‘Smith College campus. 
Outdoor sports. Limited to 100. 

Miss H Thompson, Principal, Northampton, Mass. 


LASELL SEMINARY 


‘ . omed that develops well-trained, healthful and 
ceful womanhood. Home — Economics. 
Music, a, ag We ing and Secretarial 
Winslow, Principal, 
“0 wok Road, Auburndale, Mass. 


CHOATE SCHOOL 


A pan dn coheed in a et town. For “po 5 to 
19 years of age. College preparatory and General 
Courses. Outdoor life. 














Address Augusta Choate (Vassar), Princtpal 
MOUNT IDA SCHOOL iis 


6 MILES FROM BOSTON. Accredited Junior 
College Course. Also Accredited College Prepara- 
tory and Fi nishing Courses. Vocational Courses. 

















Pennsylvania—Co-ed. 
Co-educational 


GEORGE SCHOOL caters Preston 


227 acres woods and fields bordering the Neshaminy. 
Manual training, debating, household arts, all 

eties. Own farm. Catalogue. G. A. WALTON, 
A. M., Prin., Box 255, George School, Pa. 








New Jersey—Girls 


Miss BEARDS SCH@L 


College Preparatory, Cultural and Special 
Courses. Outdoor Sports. 
iddress: Registrar, Orange, New Jersey 


ROSEMOUNT HALL 


Resident and day school for om. Affiliated bo 
Catholic University of Washington, D. C. 
Mentary and college preparatory, general “_ 
secretarial courses. Athletics, including swimmi 
ction. Mary Knox MacMahon. Prinel 
776 Scotland Road, ANGE, N. J. 
School of the 


OAK KNOLL ‘er chua 


School for girls conducted by the Sisters of the Holy 

Child Jesus. College preparatory, general coursesand 
Colleery foment © Outdooractivities. 12acres. 
neice at and Oxford, England. 

BLA BURNROAD, "SUMMIT. N. J., SUMMIT, 1804. 























KENT PLACE SCHOOL for GIRLS 
Summit, New Jersey. An Endowed Schoo! 
Thirty-Third Year. On the Estate of Gn anoclior 
Kent in tht hills of New Jersey, twenty miles from 
York. College Preparatory. Academic, 
Music, Art, Athletics 
TARRIET LARNED Hwnt, Principal 





DWIGHT. foe'Siets 
ainieiee *Syrmnasitnn, Tonnt, “Riding. 


jetics. 
Write tice of, aes booklets. 
Pri 


o fnote on cereen: 











Fone Meare ent. Ae Oreetieticn FOR. CATALOG 

address 262 SUMMIT STREET. NEWTON, MASS. 
Southfela 

GRAY COURT Point Ha for Girls 

Accredited. cece =| to ay nfl youl 

studies. Also tarial. Arts onl con 

back ridi Beach, All Athletics. aes for ren. 


log to: JESSIE CALLAM GRA 
Box 6, Stamford on the he , Conn. 








HOLMEWOOD 


For girls from 6 to 16, 40 miles from New York. 
Wholesome, happy life. Expert instruction. Beau- 
tiful — and buildings. $100 a month covers 


every ex 
Mrs. ts. . Tebbetts, New Canaan, Conn. 


Low AND HEYWO op 


A COUNTRY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


Thorough college preparation. General and Post 

Graduate courses. Separate cottages for gounee 
Sixty-first year. Catalogue on Request. 

SHIPPAN POINT, STAMFORD, CONN. 


THE WEYLISTER 


A resident and day school for young women. 
9 miles from New Haven, 1 4 hours from New York. 
One-year, wren v Seaneen courte. Ay —j secre . 
ae KINNE: OUISE H. Scorr. 
, The Weylisters "Milford, Conn. 


The Mary C. Wheeler School Zor="'ss¢ 


Country 

School for Girls. College preparatory, general, and 
por craduate courses. Art, Music, Dramatics. 
ding, Swimming and out-door sports.; Country 
cen | ae 











iDENeE RHODE ISLAND 








New England— Boys 

















Kendall Gall for ciri—_ 


on the seashore. 50 minutes from Boston 


College Preparatory. General and Post 
Gradua’ Sourses. ding, skiing, skating, 
tennis. Mr. and Mrs. partes P. Kendall, 


Box B-7, Pride’s Crossing, Mass. 


HOWE-MAROT 


A Country Boarding School for Girls 
College Preparation. Varied Outdoor Life. 
Mary L. Marot, Headmistress, Thompson, Conn. 


HILLSIDE “= For eats ~ 


45 miles from New York. Feepanetjen for 
college entrance examinations. 
oe leg 

















e anized athletics. 
vias Runt Panels rancis, AB. sito "rine. 





A & Sountry, Senet for Girls 10 to 14. Pre 
to Dana miles from Boston. 

and a supervised an 

of the pupil. ction, care and 

quences red Helen Temple Cooke, “Dana Hall, 

Wellesley, Mass. 


NC = FOR GIRLS N 
paratory course for Smith and other 
_—_— aes ear intensive course for high-school 
graduates. Nine acre campus. Outdoor rts. 
Address: School Secretary, Box B, Mesthameton, Mlase. 


sports 











New England—Boys 











Hestminsler 


ions. Ra AYMOND 4, MCORMOND, A.B. 
(Yale), Head Master, Simsbury, Connecticut. 





ROX BURY 


A Special Type of Boarding School 
Sound Instruction by Tutorial Method 


High Record of Efficiency in College 
Entrance Examinations. Classes limited 
to five. One master to every four boys. 


Organized Athletics. Field, Gymnasium and 
Track Sports under well-known coaches 


Boys accepted any time vacancies occur, 


Fifteen miles north of New Haven 
Write for Catalog or Information 


A. B. SHERIFF, Headmaster 
Cheshire, Connecticut 


RIDGEFIELD 
An accredited college preparatory 
school for fifty ys. Six forms. 
Unparalleled health record. In the 
foothills of the Berkshires. 
Theodore C. Jessup, Head Master, 
Ridgefield, Conn. 


“Milford. 








She WI 


Schock. COLLEGE PREPARATION 
nhusual success j= propest ng boys for 

B {7 Unusus Entrance Board > years 
workin 1. Write Box H, Milford, Conn. 








New England—Co-ed. 











ST. ELIZABETH OF-THE-ROSES 
A Mother 





ee Pe 


Washington—Girls 




















Nezae Nation’s Capital in 90-acre beauti- 
ful estate. Two-year Junior College courses 
and four-year preparatory courses. 5§ 
courses in Music, Art, Expression, Dramaties, 
iome Economics, Secretarial Work. rery 
athletic activity. 


ad Registrar, 
ENT, Ph.D., LL.D. Pree. 


are centers 
catalog address Box 
Forest Glen, 


JAMES E. AMENT, 














Jcnior Collegiate and High School Forms. 
Household Science, Secretarial Science. Out- 
door sports. Country and City advantages. 
Address the secretary, Scharee 3640 {6th 
Street, N. W., Washington, D. C. 








OSES BROWN 


A century-old school of distinctive charac- 
ter for boys. Strictly college tory. 

te upper and a schoo! Com- 

Ralston Thomas, Head . - ng Bool. 


pete, scone Gy with swimt 
canton HE bberd Ache. 
Prepares for College and Technical arty 


Expert Tutoring Methods. $1200. 
JOuNB. onthe apy M., Cotton St., NEWTON, Mags. 

















AIRMONT 


GIRLS 
aa St ae I 
iste Se eat Vy 


GUNSTON HALL 


1924 Florida Avenue, Weshing aton, D. C. 





For Girls. = ce cademic, ‘Gollewiate 
partments. ic, 

a. Courses. Athietics. Naary ce 
Gild ore, Mary B. Kerr, M.A. Principals. 
Richard N. Ma on, Bus. Mer 





MeTerpap Sat 


YounsS Bows 


A father and mother’s care in ‘es 3 own home. 
Thorough pi tehkiss, etc. 
Summer Cam bana. 

Cc. C. McTernan, 106 Columbia Bivd. 
Waterbury, Conn. 





NewrT ACADEMY FOR BOYS 
ow Small classes ingure indi- 
vidual attention, High scholastic standing. Certif- 
cate privileges, All athletics. Beautiful surround- 
ings. For catal 

Registrar, Newtown Academy, Newtown, Conn, 











RCE o 2 wee 


0. RC PREPARATION For Bovs 
for Catalog Acdress,Worcester Academy, Worcester, Nassechusetts 





95% YEAR 








InG Smith Studio SCHGDL 


Begidce for Young Women. Music. 1 
or seabject be “Sncted. 


work taken. 


not ery 


Arlington | Hall 














A standard + and over 
Santor College for jets Att wooded 
nna, hve. “ation = 818-14, Washingten.D.C. 
Che Wisses Stone's School 
1 General A and Ad- 


and Domestic Selen 
wie 8 sabe! 
1626 Rhode sla 


Pn.0. and Harriet Stone, M 
we., N. “w.. Washingten, 0. 3 





Fr. (ene ye 


Panik. Lee 





+ 





i 
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Progressive 


Schools 


Advertise—The 


Best 


Are Here 























Southern—Girls 








Southern— Boys 








Western— Boys 








California—Girls 











Chevy Chase Country School 


Children 4 to 14._ Experienced, sympathetic care in 
the home of the directors. Ideal health conditions. 
Small c h academic standards. Summer 
camp in Maine. ddress Mr. and Mrs. STANWOOD 
Coss, Chevy Chase, MARYLAND 


ARYLAND COLLEGE 








Fez Women. 60 from W ashing 
° ge. etarial, Kinder; ° 
jucation este all leading to ~ 
Gradua Priv: fe baths. 


tes 
iw ng pool. Riding. Athletics. Est. 1 
CATALOG OF 8Box B, LUTHERVILLE, MD. 


RANDOLPH-MACON SCHOOL 


For Certs, Coage Preparatory and special courses 





for High uates. Accredited. Separate 
Junior ool, ited to 100. Special advan- 
tages in Music, Art, Expression. Branch of 


Randolph-Macon system. atalog 
John C. Simpson, A.M., Prin., Box H, Danville, Va. 





RIVERSIDE 




















MILITARY SCHOOL 


Diploma to all colleges. 
ea ~ classes, qzpers saouny . 

ness Course. 
ROTC Under U5. War 


mt sReRUBS: Box F, Waynesboro, Va. 


MASSIE SCHOOL 


A College Preparatory School for Boys 


In the blue grass country near Lexington. 
Thorough instruction, new equipment. All Sports. 


ent. 








SULLINS COLLEGE Bristol Virginia 


For Girls. High School and Junior College Courses 

ic, expression, Domestic Science, etc. New 
buildings; every room connecting bath. Swim- 
ming ye Horseback riding. Mountain climate. 


E. MARTIN, Ph.D., Pres., Box B 





VIRGINIA COLLEGE 
For girls. A wry school of the South. Four 
— Me gg unior College, and Elective 
Acer Music, Art, Expression, 
Home Economics, _ me Secretarial and Li- 
brary Courses. Golf. Tennis. 35th year. Mrs. Julia 
Abbott Culler, A. M., Prin., Box B, Roanoke, Va. 





Stuart Hall, Staunton, Virginia 


scopal school for girls—Eighty-fourth Session. 
ch in traditions of the past, alive to the needs of 
@ present. Thorough ort preparation. Out- 
p sports. Address Mrs. H. N. Hills, A.B., Box H. 


Faitlix, Fall 





For cute, In Shenandoah Valley. College prepara- 
ps | courses. Riding, golf, all fleld 
sports ,.000 Gymnasium. Swimming Pools 
Catalog. Box H, rk Station, Waynesboro, Va. 





R. K. Massie, Jr.. M. A., Box 459, Versailles, Ky. 
National patronage 
of over 200 boys 


0 ME Prepares for Ali 


Colleges. vuly Accredited. Magnificent 
Equipment. Single Rooms. 
One teacher to every eight boys. 
Murray P. Brusn, Pa.D., Box 40, Port Derosrr, Mp. 





STAUNTON "2057 


One of the most distinguished schools in America 
pre paring for Universities, Government Academies, 
usiness. Superb disciplinary sang &- ualed by 
Cou. THOS. USSELL, 

Box B. (Kable Station), ) ae Va. 


ST. UYVESANT 
SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
50 Miles from Washington 
In foothills of Blue Ridge. Healthful, open-air life 


for boys. Prepares for college. Write for Catalog. 
EDWIN B. KING, Headmaster, Warrenton, Virginia. 


academic excellence 
B.S., Pres., 








MILITARY AND 
NAVAL ACADEMY 


NORTHWESTERN 





70 miles from Chicago. An endowed ~ 
Preparatory School and Junior College. Its 
distinctive advantages and methods interest dis- 
criminating parents. CoL. R. P. DAVIDSON, Pres., 
Lake Geneva, Wis. 

A CLEAN IN A SOUND 

MIND BODY 

Highest standards of scholarship and character 


with whaleqome outdoor seapention, Military. 
Rev. C. H. Young, 8.T.D., Rector. For catalog, 
address The Superintendent, Howe, Indiana. 


~ MILITARY 
ULVER: ACADEMY 
Prepares for any college. Small classes. Unsurpassed 


(On Lake Maxinkuckee) 
equipment. Catalog. The Secretary, Culver, Ind. 








ESTLAKE sini 


334 So. Westmoreland Ave., Los peas, Cotttonnia 


Girls’ Collegiate School 


ndora Foothills, California 
Country 4 of 50 acres near Los Angeles. Ao. 
credited}7th grade to sollege. Post-GraduateCourses 
two years. addle horses, all sports, 36th year. 
Miss Parsons and Miss Dennen, Principals, 


THE ANNA HEAD SCHOOL 


Boarding and day school for girls. 
Students prepared for college board examinations, 
Post-graduate, Primary and Intermediate Depart. 
ments. MIss Mary E. WILSON, Principal, Box H, 
Berkeley, California. 

















Western—-Girls 


STARRETT SCHOOL for GIRLS, CHICAGO 


44th year. Academic, College Peqpesstery. 
Junior College and special courses. way fe 
ew 











credited. Complete Music Conservatory 
term starts Feb. 1. Write for catalog and book of 
views. Box 21, 4515 Drexel Bivd., Chicago 





Standard col- 
Lindenwood College i". 


and four year courses. Accredited. c pieibenkone 
Advantages. 50 minutes from St. Louis. Every 
modern facility. 
J. L. Roemer, Pres., 


Catalog. 
Box 527, St. Charles, Mo. 





MARLBOROUGH SCHOOL ig, 


Established 1889. Boarding and Day School. Age. 


credited. ee Preparation, Special advan. 
tages in nch, Art, Home Economics, 
ete. Riding 


LAKE, A.B., Princ 
6029-T, West Third St. ° ‘Los Magee, "Californie 


FRENCH SCHOOL 


Santa Barbara, California 
i » Beene Mission Canyon overlooking Pacifie 
an. Limited to 20 girls who will receive g 
Address Mission 





French Cultural education. 
Canyon, Santa Barbara 








Special Schools 




















Western—Boys 





pubrier College 


Junior College, Exclusively for Young Women 


In mountains near White —— Springs 
tory in Music, A Dramatics 
iwimming. Yennis, etc. Catalog: 

v 


President FRENCH w. THOMPSON, Lewrssurc, West 


WARD-BELMONT 
FOR GIRLS AND YOUNG WOMEN 


OBered yearn 2yearscollege work. Fully 
accredited. J fncluding Riding. Complete 


po ae information address The Secre- 
tary, Belmont Heights, Box 306, Nashville, Tenn. 
U COLLEGE 

B R E N A CONSERVATORY 

Select pesronege 30 states; location foothills 
Blue Ridge Mts. North of Atlanta. Standard A. B. 
course; 6 “advantages, music, oratory, art, 
domestic openes. physical culture; 31 buildings, 


swimmi horseback riding, etc. For cat- 
alogue, ndiareas BRENAU, Box H, nts ainesville, Ga. 














Southern—Boys 











COBURN SCHOOL 
Une alleled location, evertooking Atlantic Ocean. 
faculty. Small classes. Highest standard. 
ar Suntoties all the year in Miami Beach's match- 
Firm discipline and health super- 
school for boys: day school for 
poys and girls. Nelson Coburn, A.M. (Harvard), 
Headmaster, Miami Beach, Florida 








ASPEN RANCH SCHOOL 


An out-door schoo! in 
the Rockies, twelve 
miles from Santa Fe 
and of cliff-dwellers 
old Spanish con- 
querors Climate un- 
surpassed. Very small 
classes. Booklet 
Prof.N. R, Avs Appleton,M.A., 


BoxA, Santa fe. ¢. New Mexico 











California—Boys 
Military 


P AGE Academy 


A big school for little boys 
Page stands in a class by itself as 
a military school for little boys. 
Sound training in the common 
branches comes first. The military 
is adapted to young boy needs. 
Parents —_—— the atmosphere 










hran Avenue 


Los Angeles California 














Puttoce, Life 
tio 
lamos Forest Scen- 


Historic interest. Saddle horse for v. 
ful climate—perfect table— thorough every toy. under en- 
thusiastic, competent masters. Address,A.J.Connell 


Los Alamos Ranch School, Box H, tom, New Mexico. 


The VALLEY RANCH SCHOOL Yatex, Yz9mine 


Gq Thorough Eastern peeputany tl Benoot 


training combined with 
Rane 
LAZY JOD St... 





Western Ranch outdoor life. ‘Christ jan. 

Limited. Catalog. Address: veer 

= yee Office, 70 East 45th 
ew 


He Fohus Military Heademy 


merican Rugby. Eminently fitted for 
pa American boys. Thorough scholastic and 
military instruction. Situated on high ground - 
Waukesha County Lake Region. Catalog. 
30M, Delafield, Wis. 














DEANE SCHOOL 


SANTA BARBARA, CAL. 
Located on a beautiful wooded estate in Monte- 
cito, offers ‘Gistinct advantages for a thorough 
development of boys in mind, body and spirit 
under able and experienced masters. 
Hewitt Reynolds, M.A., Headmaster. 


PERKINS sie 


For Children requiring special training and educa- 
tion. Unsurpassed equipment on sixty-acre es- 
tate. Intimate home ite, Experienced Stat Med- 
ical direction. Franklin H. Perkins, M.D., Box 53, 


Lancaster, Mass. 

SCHOOL FOR RETARDED CHILDREN 
Modern equipment. Resident Nurse and Physi- 
cian. Home environment. Individual instruction. 
Summer camp _in Maine. Established 1883. 
Catalogue. Box 165, Haddonfield, New Jersey 











CFLORENCE NIGHTINGALE SCHOOL > 


A special Pyne a ee for boys who are not getting along 
Individualized schedule of work and study 
sports. In Westchester County. 
RUDOLPH 8. FRIED, Principal 
Box A, Katonah, New York 








THE WOODS’ SCHOOL 

For Exceptional Children —_ Separate 

GIRLS BOYS LITTLE FOLKS 
a eons Cam 


Box tbe Langhorne, Pa. 


Booklet 
Mrs. Mollie Woods Hare, Principal 





HARVARD SCHOOL 


LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA 
FOUN 1900 


DED 
A boarding and day school for boys. Full 
accredited. Grades 6-12, inclusive. R.O. T.C. 
For all information, address 3. 
>. >., 


ROBERT B. GOODEN, Headmaster. 


SAN DIEGO ARMY AND NAVY ACADEMY 


“The Coming West Point of the West" 
Accredited by leading universities, West Point and 
Annapolis. C araven Influences. Land and — 
y 8 all year. Catalogue. Address 
Datts, Bor H, Pacific Beach Sta., San Diego, Cc at, 








What Can | Do With This Unusual Child? 


Slightly retarded in school work—lacks power to 
concentrate—tem peramental — shy— egotistical — 
or, in other ‘words, is not in the right clement in 
the usual school. Address Helena_T. Devereux, 
Devereux Schools, Box B, Berwyn, Pa. 

for nervous or 


R O S E H I L retarded children 


yi wy teaching and training under child special- 

M.D.). Experienced staff. Beautiful, secluded 
uae estate near Philadelphia; 15 acres of sunny 
slopes. Own vegetables, eggs, etc. Moderate rates. 
Mrs. Anne M. Pope, Box B, Chester Heights, Pa. 








FOREIGN SCHOOLS 











Italy—Girls 








Paris—Girls 


Paris—Girls 


Paris—Boys 











Miss Barry’s Forei n School for Girls 


FLORENC ITALY 


Combining home and school _ life. Cultural 
Courses. Fencing, Horseback Riding, Historic 
Tours. Lower school for younger girls. Address 


The Secretary, Box 142, Cambridge, Mass. 








Versailles—Girls 








Miles. Latapie's 


L’ERMITAGE School for irls 


Oder Ct advantages of Paris with country life. 
ch studies— Music—Art—Travel. 


15 rue de l'Ermitage, Versailles, France 

















ST. HUBERT’S SCHOOL 
(Miss Jamieson’s School) 

Founded upon the highest traditions of 
American private school education in a 
thoroughly French atmosphere. 

College preparatory and academic courses. 
Traveling during vacations. Visits to muse- 
ums and places of historic interest. Out of 
door sports. Resident and day students. 
French is the language of the school. 

In July, 1928, the school will move to a 
large estate near Paris. For booklet address 
MISS IRENE JAMIESON “2ny*Oxforu™” 
6, Avenue de Villars, Paris (7¢), France 














HOME PASTEUR 
School for girls from 8 to 20. Home Life. 
Preparation for French examinations at 
the Sorbonne and Victor Duruy College. 


Automobile excursions, tennis, riding. 
Music, diction, dancing. 
S7 RUE de BABYLONE PARIS 





VILLA AMBOISE 


A Residential School in Paris for Young Women 
MUSIC. FINE AND et ARTS. 
DRAMATIC ART. DA NG. 
LECTURES AT THE SORBONNE. 
DOMESTIC SCIENCE. 

Unusual opportunities for enjoying and ap- 
preciating the artistic and cultural life of Paris. 
French is the language of the school. All sub- 
jects elective. Traveling during vacations. 
Riding, golf and tennis. Pupils may enter 
whenever a vacancy occurs. Summer Resi- 

dence from July Ist to October Ist. 
For booklet address MISS IRENE JAMIESON 
6, Avenue de Villars, Paris (7c), France 


LE LIERRE 


Mrs. Bernt Lie’s Finishing School for Girls, 39 
Rue du Chateau & 9 Avenue Victor Hugo, 
Boulogne s/Seine—Paris. 

















Pa School for Girls 


fp Prenct + residential 
aoe Geen here, 
Res re of 
Miss 
Bane 015 San Iscinto at. 3 “Texas. 


Melle. Voetimy, 40 Ave. de Villeneuve I'Ttang, Versailles, near Paris 
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Delightful French 
hool for 12 giris. 
ls of Scholarship. 
= chaperoned. 

y In 


Home Finishing 


poeey trips. 
‘assy quarter. Apply to: 


3, RUELYAUTEY 
PARIS 








IRLS FINISHING SCHOOL 


the Boulogne 
Thorough Fay Edues ion, a - e experienced 
teachers. Complete of 
Ballet dancing. riding, fenci saree Traveling 
throughout Europe during the hol! 


Melle. F. Tron, 28 Rue Tisserand, Boulogne sur Seine, Paris 
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HATEAU An American School in the Old World 
DE Preparing boys for iSneific 
'BURES } iearpean culture : 
Seine -ef- Oise modern methods; Am 
For reign inanters, Beautiful thirty 
acres. All sports. Own farm. Addr 


Chateau de Bures, Box 675, y eal Mass., U.S. A. 





Day and boarding. For American children. 
The Elms for boys. Junior school for girls. 
Kindergarten to college. 2 miles from 
Paris, outdoor sports, intensive French. 
7 Avenue Eugénie, Saint Cloud, France 


——— 








Travel 











MERICAN WOMAN, PERMANENT RES 
A DENT OF SPAIN, Will guide or advise 
small party touring Spain. References exchanged. 

Write or cable—Deeble. 
Anglo-South-American Bank, Barcelon® 
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Future Happiness Depends on a Good School Selection 
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Professional Professional Professional 
GiRus oT MERICAN ACADEMY ¢ tgs N.Y. SCHOOL OF FINE & APPLIED ART 
> 7 REGISTER NOW FOR JANUARY New York Paris 


HE only international professional art 


OF DRAMATIC ARTS 


Founded 1884 by Franklin H. Sargent 


school of Interior Architecture and Deco- 
ration: Graphic Aévertians and Illustration: 

tume Training Teachers 
“oem. and and 


ae se, Ferhas 


eatre 
pac rani Alva 


pam Futler 


costume desian 


The foremost institution for Dramatic and 
1 T: e instruction of the 
Academy furnishes theessentialpreparationfor 





Fashion Academy is devoted exclusively to 


fe Courses Directing and Teaching as well as for Acting. 

h year. The training is educative and practical, de- fashion art for trade, screen and stage. its 
ncipals. veloping Poise, Personality and Expressional record for successful designers has made it the 
ae Power, of value to those in professional life most famous school of its kind in the world. Our 


limited enrollment permits us to select only 
those who are representative of the most cultured 
circles—embracing every State in the Union. 


and to the layman. 
100L Midwinter Term Opens January 16th 





; Extension Dramatic Courses in co-operation with 
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“Only College of Bridge”’ 


AUCTION OR CONTRACT. Expert in- 
struction privately or in class, for beginners or 















































Individual Criticism Daily 


THE | N. Y. SCHOOL of DESIGN 



























































aes cy ee eee advanced pl Special teach 
~—_o Vvanc ayers. -< cClal courses teachers. lustration . 
0 &- ~ vee Led ane Brey Ly iad Mail somh ng - Dteerana by E. V. Shepard. Also courses in © ee Art, ¢ mi... “De 
- Schools Beery type of dancing taught sign, Textile Design, Interior Decorating. Tel: 
FOLKS For Stage or Social Affairs SHEPARD’S STUDIO, Inc. Regent 1926. Douglas John Connah, Director 
ne, Pa children, beginners, ‘advanced paps or | BLEEKS Mittney, SCHOOL Box B Telephone Circle 10041 
professionals. Special private figure con- Dressmaking, Patterncutti ting and | 20 West 54th Street New York, N. Y. GR AND CENTR AL SCHOOL OF ART 
ditioning classes for Ladies Sketching. Who! ie, and Home courses. 
: wus Ries Gn SOE RS Lt.cy | (ences Riad teen Pease saa aga tg: Sara 
an ‘Vi ons. 00 kie' e 
Child? At Columbus Circle——Phese Colambes 3500 | H upon request, 261 West 125th St., N. Y. NURSES’ TRAINING SCHOOL | mercial and Applied Arts. | Interior Decoration. 
stical— Trance bile fara sve vote 7001 Grand Central Terminal, New York City 
ment in requi es ‘or - 
evereux Dance Smar tly ! SCC — orn sirens Miag Misred Coogee New Fork Gy. GCHOOL E 
to lead forcefully, follow A MONTEFIORE HOSPITAL of the MUSEUM OF FIN ARTS i 
easily. Develop balance SCHOOL OSTON, MASS. : 
5 oF and confidence Bulekly” Become 52nd year Bi : 
sildren ff femsons from America’s” finest Fi S ma ky Mette ae ine “and ¥ 
Lae 4 —s Tuition Greatly | Re- yoy TRAINED NURSE abroad. Illustrated bookl 4 
, udio open until 10 $15 thly all e. Ideal livi diti ‘ 
erates. ARTHUR MURRAY Dress Design —Brovtar’ Sase"earchog | Tennis, surf bathing." hours from New, York. 4 
hts, Pa 7 East 43D STREET. Fashion | Ilustration—tor meraine fight ae 1. Bend. Yor descriptive. folder” and St. ana ren oe oo Arts # 
tion UTHAMPTON HOSPITAL ASSOCIA- ashington University < 
— HV, 116 Se. Michigan Ave., Chic TION, Southampton, Long Island. * 
MR. AND MISS om. oe Sy Fe Second Semester Starts February 6th 4 
D | Large new building, recent gift of W. K. Bixby, a 
| now open. Courses in a bookbi nding, rf 
— Dance Tuition for Stage or Ballroom. Musi | | Feguiar courses. For catalog, ‘write to i. H. be 
oun “ana Ege Ad J Private less lessons. usic Wuerpel, , director, Room 16. 
Catalog and Visitor's Card se: Washington University, St. Louis, Mo. 
Studio, sete des yon Lang 3, 1, West 67th St. | L623 ia 
ehanna 84 Coll f Vocal, . ' 
— MACLEA yg p oa yo R N , b 
= Original school of the Ameri thod. Vocal egister Now For fi 
CHILDREN’S DANCING CLASSES | HENRY HOLDEN cuviens phed tno sueten eetet vet | BALLARD See oa ‘ 
vd Wel Ballroom—Classic. Developing poise and by Padwows attention. “Baterany ime V4 | SCHOOL Established 55 years +3 
Write for folder H-1 _— HILDEGARD HOFFMANN 2835 S. Michigan Ave., Box H, Chicago, Ill. 
att iy 610 Lexington Ave. at 53rd St., New York City 4 
atiite MISS ILA D. KNOWL Voice Placing. Proper breath Central Branch Y¥. W.C. A. 
‘sit, | M2W. 50h, Steinway Hal, New York Cirle 5493 control,” Repertotre Institute of Musical Art puesta r 
ful thirty sd * 
STEINWAY HALL 113 W. 57th St., N.Y.C. of the Juilliard School of Music fe 
U.S.A. ANTHONY BOYD, Specialist naa wt thine Frank Damrosch, Dean. All branches of 4 
odern Ballroom and Health Dancing. Practical, music. Catalog. Dept. O, 120 Claremont bi 
and simplifies dane Fg oy: ee = canons | Ave., corner 122nd St New York i 
—— m e: - ne ad . 
Classes formed. Call PM, to9 PM. SECRETARIAL SCHOOL a 
LS CHER HALL, 29 W. 57th ST.. NEW YORK CITY. PLAZA 2690 | 105 West 40th St. New York a 
) ° é 
3 for Physica Everyone’s Going to School ‘4 
om G SAFLENT SCHOO! esucation © GIBBS SCHOOL 
vs “ | SECRETARIAL and E tive Training for Educated ‘a 
. ; ° : : BC and Executive Tra 
- 4 a oe CHOOL is no longer just for the general education of the Saanan Seeinak deiaebie teameer io 
— W. SARGENT, Di . Cambridge, Mass, T . r B 
Rha es: ret lb tctasesiaat young. Now there are schools for studying each of Besten New York Providence 
the modern arts, and grown-ups are taking the courses for 
French Tutoring personal pleasure or professional advancement. Social Training 
Information about these schools is at your disposal. 
—_ French Diction and Conversation Charm, Poise and Personality 
anged. ee | HARPER’S BAZAR SCHOOL DEPARTMENT eediure and converation taught personally and by 
ELIZABETH MACK STUDIO , , x: Baal” Distinetive personality and charm developed. 
jona 66 Sth Ave., N. Y. Algonquin 6907 119 Ww est 40th Street New York City N. Y: Ch irele "5000. — —_ 153 








HARPER’S BAZAR 












A Drecoll model of black velvet 


HERE is distinction in both giving and receiv- 

ing Harper’s Bazar. Furthermore, Harper’s Bazar 

conveys your greetings the whole year ’round. 
It typifies everything a woman of quality desires in a 
magazine. It contains clothes straight from the 
heart of Paris, fashion news of colorful resorts the world 
over, scintillating fiction and distinguished articles by 
notable writers, pictures by artists of international 
reputation. It possesses the allure and brilliance of an 
exquisitely gowned sophisticated woman herself. 





HARPER’S 


CHRISTMAS 
morning 


a 4 


the gift of 
quality 


A two years’ subscription costs $6.00, a remarkable 
value, saving $6.00 over the single-copy price of 50 


cents. 


A one year subscription costs $4.00, saving $2.00 
over the single-copy price. 

On Christmas morning, the Christmas issue will be 
delivered to your friends in an attractive box with a 
greeting card telling of the numbers that are to come. 

The year of 1928 will find Harper’s Bazar even 
more individual and intriguing than ever before. 


BAZAR 


on 





Send the Bazar to Harper’s Bazar, 119 West 40th St., New York City 


NAME I will pay when bill is rendered. 
Add 
A foreign. 
STREET Your Name. 
CITY & STATE ; Your Street . 


(002 years for 86 —1 year for $4; check your preference : 
Your City & State......... 








Regular Subscription Price $4 a year. 


Please send Harper’s Bazar including extra Christmas copy 
and greeting card to the names listed. 


I enclose check or 


$1 a year for Canadian postage and $2 a year for 


HB 12-27 


Send the Bazar to 








Send the Bazar to 


NAME Sn ae er | a a as a ce spo hes wa bees 


NAME 
STREET | , eee ee STREET 
CITY & STATE CITY & STATE 


02 years for 96 DC 2 vears for 86 


1 year for $4: check your preference 








Send the Bazar to 


D2 1 year for $4: check your preference 








NAME 
SARAABAE 8°07 18 oso eros one Senenneeeneendaneoernntay 
Preven) Toy Ce eee Rae 
O12 years for $6 (1 year for $4: check your preference 
Send the Bazar to 
desaagsscesrtsoccaennrenseneseans onvethsnen ese 
Dinan 88+ #888 erenesavenesasn) sonsckeconnreny 


CITY & STATE 


(2 years for $6 (1 year for $4: check your preference 
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FULL FASHIONED 


LARGMAN, GRAY COMPANY, Sales Offices: 389 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. Mills at Croydon, Pa. 
A DECALCOMANIA PICTURE OF OUR BLUE MOON GIRL FOR YOUR AUTO WINDOW OR RAIN SLICKER WILL BE SENT UPON REQUEST. 





heeret de la Serle 


Siwame de Gloiwe 


Gardin d Or 


Set PLevitte 
suggest your Chustmas gifts 


Those who love beauty in toiletry will welcome 
Pleville’s latest offerings as Christmas gift sugges- 
tions at their smartest and daintiest. 


One of the most notable creations is the three-ounce 
edition of Flamme de Gloire—its bottle worthy of 
the art of a gem worker—its package (with its snake- 
skin trimming) as up-to-date as Paris or tomorrow. 
It would be impossible to buy a perfume more ex- 
clusive or more French if one were in Paris itself. 


Produced, pacquetted and sealed in Pleville’s Parisian 
atelier. Three ounces at eighteen dollars. 


Flamme de Gloire creations fulfill every charming 
requirement of the toilet art—every item reflects 
the genius of the great modernist parfumeur—and 
also includes: Poudre, Eau de Toilette, Brillantine, 
Lipstick and Eyebrow Pencil. 


If youcannot procureany of Pléville’screationsawordto 
usand we'll let you know where they can be purchased. 


Frederick Stearns and Company, New York — Detroit, Sole Importers 


- ) 
Secret de la Yerle 


Garden d Or 


One of the costliest perfumes ever 
created —for the happy few un- 
troubled by any problem but the 
possession of the exceptional. At 
thirty-five dollars. 


i iniats de Gloire 


Flamme de Gloire prices range 
from eighteen dollars for the edition 
pictured above—to a single dollar 
forthe diminutive flaconette,created 
that you may try Flamme de Gloire. 


Created a 


PLEV LLE 


FU M © RW 


So 


A perfume inspired by the expressed 
preferences of the gayest fashion 
leaders of the Continent. Its golden 
Grecian urn affords appropriate 
encasement. At eighteen dollars. 


Aik dO, tent 
The mysterious East interpreted by 
Pléville’s subtle artistry. The golden 
stopper complements a jade bottle, 
enshrined in a pacquet with quaint 
lacquer effect. At twelve dollars, 
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“What you see, 
you get” 


*———— There is also Eyemo, 
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back 


the Joys of yesterday 


No gift-thought more lovely than this 


OUR little child . . . now budding into her teens 

. .. but reproduced in motion pictures just as she 
was in those days when her mother wanted her to 
stay that way always. 

The silver-haired grandmother . . . maybegonenow, 
but again coming into view ...as she'd like to be 
remembered. 

The sweetheart of yesterday, now the wife and 
mother, but again before you as in those days of 
romance ... in action . . . brightening your eyes with 
memories . . . tugging at your heartstrings. 

And the scene around the Christmas tree. The foot- 
ball game. The winter sports. You yourself . . . landing 
that famous musky or engaged in your special hobby. 

The perpetuation, in moving pictures, of the most 
cherished experiences, the rekindling of past joys— 
such is the capacity of Filmo. A possession princes 
are proud of. A gift inspiring lasting delight. 


“Made by the movie people.” That explains Filmo’s 
movie-taking and showing superiority. For over twenty 
years Bell & Howell have made the cameras and 
equipment used in producing practically all the feature 
movies shown at best theatres. Famous Players-Lasky, 


Paramount, Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, First National, 
DeMille, and all the other great movie producers use 
Bell & Howell cameras. 


So, in Filmo equipment you get the result of special- 
ized moving picture experience. Should lower-priced 
movie cameras and projectors be recommended for their 
so-called greater simplicity, remember: Filmo simplicity 
more than matches any other. Merely look through 
Filmo’s spy-glass viewfinder and press the button to 
take movies of theatre quality on the first try. 


Just think—two operations only—much easier than 
taking snapshots with an ordinary camera! No focus- 
ing for distance. No setting for time. No arduous 
viewfinding. No turning of films. Filmo is the only 
amateur movie equipment adaptable to all conditions of 
light, speed, distance, and the various requirements of 
showing movies in the home. 


See your Filmo dealer for information on this match- 
less Christmas gift. Write for NEW descriptive book- 
let-—“‘Home Movies of the Better Kind,” just. off the 
press. Bell & Howell Co. 1824 Larchmont Ave., 
Chicago, Ill, New York, Hollywood, London (B & H 
Co. Ltd.) Established 1907. 





Filmo Projector shows your movies with theatre 
clarity and brilliance. Runs forward, backward 
or stops on any single picture. Has wide industrial 
use. Simple attachment adds various color tints. 


Filmo cameras use Eastman Safety Film (16 mm.) in 
the yellow box, obtainable at practically all 
stores handling cameras and supplies. 
covers developing and return postage to your door. 


The spy-glass viewfinder, found only on Filmo, pro- 
vides for getting exactly the scene you want when 
using any of the 14special interchangeable lenses. 
Optional mechanisms for taking s-l-o-w movies, 


First cost 
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MOTION PICTURE CAMERA AND PROJECTOR 





using professional standard (35 mm.) film, if you desire to commercialize your movies + 
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Sunshine, tumbling surfs, golf, fishing, polo, Youth! 
Of course you will fly from the bleak winter of the 
North to the summer of the South, but before you 
start many details will have to be considered and 
arranged. And it is to relieve you of all these annoy- 
ances of travel detail that the services of the Harper’s 


HARPER’S BAZAR TRAVEL BUREAU 


383 Madison Avenue 
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FL OR IDA . .. @ land of palm trees and moss-covered oaks along the sea... 





~~ a a s a 


THE WHITEHALL 
Palm Beach, Florida 


Bazar Travel Bureau are placed at your disposal. Com- 
plete information on railroad and steamship routes and 
hotels are assembled for your convenience. Look 
through the pages of this directory for suggestions and 
please feel free to call on us for any further information 
you wish—to make your southern flight a perfect one. 


New York City 
































The Mauretania To Egypt 
And The Mediterranean... 


An incomparable means to an 
incomparable end ... 
Because the Mauretania is the 
perfect contact with the world’s 
most brilliant playground . .. 
she is a conviction with experi- 
enced people . . . They board 
the Mauretania as nonchal- 
antly as they order bamboo 
sprouts at the Brook of the 
onkeys near Algiers . . . as 
naturally as they ask the girl 
with agate eyes outside Naples’ 
smartest hotel to sing Santa 
Lucia... 
The Mauretania is the sea’s ar- 
istocrat...a pleasure yacht... 
her staterooms are large and 
yet intimate ... furnished with 
the taste which emphasizes 
Amalfi comfort ... And the subtle de- 
light of cosmopolitan food is 
F New York combined with service which 
casita ges has remained unchallenged — 
February 21, 1928 because it’s CUNARD. Apply 
Rates: $275 up to local agents or 25 Broadway, 
New York. 


CUNARD 





MAURETANTIA 10 om MEDITERRANEAN 
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TROT EA CY CHECHEN 





WASHINGTON’S FINEST HOTEL 


An institution in keeping with the 
beauty and grandeur of the 
nation’s Capital 
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AROUND THE WORLD 
on the BELGENLAND 


The largest, finest liner ever to circle the globe 


Leave care and cold behind. Travel in lazy luxury under experienced 
guidance. See all that is worth seeing, without a thought for practical 
details. Arrive at each country at its most agreeable season, avoiding 
the extremes of heat or cold. 


To the end of your days you will recall with greatest pleasure the 
things you saw, the things you did, the friends you made, and the pet- 
fect, restful freedom of the trip. Rates surprisingly moderate. From 
$2,000, all expenses included. 
Sailing From 
New York, Dec. 14 Los Angeles, Dec. 29 San Francisco, Jan. 1 
Some choice accommodations still available. 
Passengers may join cruise in California. 
65 Cities 16 Countries 133 Days 














Operated by the Red Star Line in conjunction with American Express 
Co. Apply to Red Star Line, No. 1 Broadway, or American Express 
Co., 65 Broadway, New York City, or their other offices or agencies. 


e e > 


TO THE MEDITERRANEAN TO THE WEST INDIES 


46-day voyages to lands of warmth, to Three weeks among the lovely isles of 
spring and flowers and glorious play- romance—Cuba, the Panama Canal, the 
grounds— Monte Carlo, Italy, Egypt, northern coast of South America, Porto 
Holy Land, Greece, etc. vallat their gayest Rico, Jamaica, Bermuda, etc. The superb 
seasons. Sailing on the White Star liners White Star cruising steamer 


ADRIATIC Jan. 7 and Feb. 25 ies 
And the new 19,000 ton, triple screw CALGARIC Sailing Feb. 4 and Mar. 3 


LAURENTIC Jan. 16 and Mar. 6 








Plan a winter holiday now. An 


Seopovers in Busope oc Som inquiry will bring you all the facts. 


ship to ship gladly arranged. 


WHITE STAR LINE 
RED STAR LINE 


INTERNATIONAL MERCANTILE MARINE COMPANY 


No. 1 Broadway, New York City, our offices elsewhere 
or any authorized agent. 
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Kasbah at Algiers 


| Mediterranean 


and Moroccan Cruises 
Amid Parisian Atmosphere 


with renowned French Cuisine 


MONTH to the Mediterranean in Paris afloat... 
the steamship France. e+» A new route giving you the most 
interesting ports. . . the busy modern’s pocket-edition cruise! 
e+ No wintry seas..across the south Atlantic to Vigo, Spain. 
Down the golden African coast to Casablanca and white 
Rabat in Morocco..drop back a thousand years, shop in the 
Arabian Nights ! e+» See Gibraltar. .then Algiers, the world’s 
most fascinating cosmopolitan city with a new thrill round 
every corner. es Naples . . . Monaco, the Riviera at the 
height of the season . . . Marseilles, where a night on 
the Cannebiere is worth seven anywhere else... then 
home via Naples, Algiers and Cadiz. 


S. S. FRANCE 


From New York, January 7, 1928 


European shore excursions in charge of: Thos. Cook & Son. 


Second Cruise, Feb. 8 Third Cruise, Mar. 14 
European shore excursions in charge European shore excursions in charge 
of: The American Express Co. of: En Route Service, Irc. 

All North Africa shore excursions managed by: 

The North African Motor Tours of the French Line 
When the France sails anywhere. . it sounds like the Social Reg- 
ister, or an epicure’s convention. . . your home for a month. When 
you land in any of the ports en route. . French Line guests have 
the keys of the city. Choose your sailing. .stop over wherever 
you like and pick up the France on her next trip. .. shore excur- 
sions arranged by well-known tourist agencies...or return via 
Havre on Ile de France or Paris. ..or stay with the ship for the 
cruise. ..Round trip, $550. 


drench Line 


Iilustrated Brochure and Deck Plans from any French Line Agent or 
recognized Tourist Office or write direct to 19 State Street, New York City 
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been brought closer to you by new, through 





GOLF COURSES 


Seaboard Air Line Pullman service a You 


Vv 





can now have a full day at the office, take 





the 6:40 P. M. train from New York and 





ROSS 


arrive in Pinehurst the next morning at the 





luxurious Carolina Hotel 4 Returning, leave 





Pinehurst in the evening and arrive at New 





York the following morning at 10:45 A.M. 





Spend care-free hours in golfing on four 18- 





hole golf courses designed and _ personally 





supervised by Donald J. Ross, tennis, polo, 





riding, archery, rifle and trapshooting 4a a 
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FOUR DONALD J. 





Winehurst 


NORTH CAROLINA 
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AMERICA’S SPORT CENTER 
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? Fred Sterry 
President 


John D. Owen 
Manager 
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Hotels o ‘Distinction 


FIFTH AVENUE AT CENTRAL PARK 4. NEW YORK 



















The SAVOY=PLAZA 


Henry A. Rost 
General Manager 
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Your best friend Abroad 


Sophisticated travelers have good cause to speak affec- 
tionately of their ‘‘sky blue’’ American Express Travelers 
Cheques as their ‘“‘best friend abroad.”’ 


Human companions may desert one—cash can be lost or 
stolen—but nothing short of your own second signature can 
dissipate your travel funds when you use the “‘sky blue.”’ 


American Express 
Travelers Cheques 


Too, one knows his ‘‘sky blue’’ Travelers Cheques speak a 
universal language; that they can be used as,a means of 
exchange even where natives may be ignorant of coinage 
value. 


But, best of all, is the comfort and thrill of knowing that 
in practically every place and every predicament your ‘‘sky 
blue’ Cheque gives you the privilege of calling on an Ameri- 
can Express office, representative or Courrier for immediate 
advice and guidance. Truly, the “‘sky blue’’ Cheque will be 
your best friend abroad. 


American Express Travelers Cheques are issued in $10, $20, 
$50, and $100 denominations bound in a small, handy wallet 
—and cost only 75c for each $100. 


FOR SALE AT 22,000 BANKS, AMERICAN EXPRESS 
AND AMERICAN RAILWAY EXPRESS OFFICES 


American 
Express 
Travelers 
Cheques 


Secure your steamship tickets, hotel reservations and itineraries, 
or plan your cruise or tour through the 
American Express Travel Department 






























San Francisco 
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The wise traveler will deliberately “stop, look and 
listen” when choosing a pleasure cruise. Living 
for weeks or months on one ship is an intimate 
and somewhat complex social process .. . you 
should look for quality not merely in the ship 
but in those specific features— desirable compan- 
ionship, constant interest, proper comfort— 
three essentials of modern happiness. 


Our 87 years of experience and repute, skill and 
dependability stand behind our cruises . . . are 


your safeguard. 


THE WORLD 


on the 


FRANCONIA 


January 7 


Cruising across the world East 
and West, and including the 
Northern and Southern Hemi- 
spheres, this epochal voyage of 
145 days presents the perfect 
world panorama. The ship your 
Winter Home; an inspiring 
Life Picture of the Mediterra- 
nean, Egypt, India, Ceylon, 
Malay Peninsula, Siam, China, 
Japan, Philippines, Dutch East 
Indies, Mauritius, South Africa, 
South America, Martinique, the 
Caribbean Sea. 


THE MEDITERRANEAN 


on the 


HOMERIC 


January 21 


Thos. 


Philadelphia 
Los Angeles 


Baltimore 
Portland, Ore. Toronto Montreal Vancouver 


An enchanting House Party at 
Sea—Cruising for two months 
aboard the great HOMERIC— 
one of the world’s most modern, 
most replete, most luxurious 
steamers and the largest steamer 
sailing to the Mediterranean. 
The comprehensive itinerary in- 
cludes Madeira, Southern Spain, 
Gibraltar, Algiers, Tunis, Athens, 
Constantinople, a long stay in 
Egypt—the Holy Land, Italy, the 
French Riviera. Stop-over privi- 
leges in Europe. 


Cook 6 Son. 


Boston Chicago St. Louis 
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OME this winter,—for winter- 

sports in Old Québec. No- 
where such equipment, such a 
place... A great triple chute to 
boggan slide, swooping off Citadel 
Hill. A banked bobsled run, dash- 
ing off St. Louis Gate. At Sandy 
Bank, a ski-jump for thrillers. At 
Montmorency, undulating ski-hills 
for beginners. Flanking Dufferin 
Terrace, a glassy rink where skaters 
whirl and swirl. 

Furry horses whisk musicalsleighs 
up the Grande Allée. Snow-shoe 
clubs parade in vivid capotes. Dog- 
sled teams streak around the battle- 


ment walk. 
And all of this, you enjoy from 


headquarters in that baronial castle 
of wintersportland, Chateau 
Frontenac. French chefs cook for 
keen appetites. Log-fires blaze for 
congenial spirits. 

Come to Québec for the Christ- 
mas holidays... for the Inter- 
collegiate Ski Championship meet 
...for the DogSled Derby . .. or 
any week-end for your own pleasure. 
$75.00 pays all expenses, including 
through Pullman from New York or 
Boston, for a Friday until Tuesday 
week-end. Wintersport program 
and reservations at Canadian Paci- 
fic, 344 Madison Ave., New York; 
405 Boylston St., Boston; Chateau 
Frontenac, Québec, Canada. 
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THIS WINTER 


At the Belleview Biltmore, Belleair, Florida, where golf 
is at its best—a perfect environment for sport and 
complete relaxation. An ideal tropical setting with natu- 
raladvantages for every outdoorsport that are unsurpassed. 
Two sporty golf courses, tennis courts, bridle paths, traps, 
pool and surf bathing, fishing, boating, motoring. 


Cottages and bungalows around the hotel available for 
full housekeeping or hotel service. 


Direct train service to the Belleview Grounds 
For Reservation and Information, The Biltmore, New York 
Yhe BELLEVIEW BILTMORE 
Open from January 7th to March 31st. 
On the West Coast - - Belleair, Florida 


John McEntee Bowman, Pres. C. A. Judkins, Vice-Pres. 









“Saturated with 
the Romance of 
the Human Story” 


Buccaneers bold and bad—Blackbeard and the rest 
made Nassau their uproarious rendezvous. 


once 


Now it is the happy land where visitors seeking rest, play, and freedom, 
escape the rigors of their own climate to fish, sail, golf on perfect links, ride, 
play tennis and swim. 


Days of golden sunshine; nights under stars that wink and gleam, and moon 
that showers stately palms and sugary coral strands with glory. Life, vibrant 
and unreal, is pure romance—where all are young again in Nassau’s eternal 
spring. 

Nassau is safe—British law commands respect; its modern hotels and 


boarding-houses afford every comfort. 
214 days’ sail from New York 15 hours from Miami 


Munson 8. 8. Line, Pass. Dept. 
67 Wall St., New York City 


The Canadian Government Merchant Marine, Ltd., 
230 St. James St., Montreal 


Munson 8. 8. Line 
139 N. E. 3rd Ave., Miami, Fla. 


Clarke 8. S., Inc., 
158 S. E. Ist St., Miami, Fla. 


Write to Nassau Development Board, Nassau, B. W. 1., for Descriptive Booklet 


“Isle of June” __ 
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6O™ Annual Cruise De Luxe 


to the 


ranean 


Cunard S.S. “Scythia’’—Sailing from New York January 25, 1928 


See the Wonderlands of the World! 


ASCINATING Africa, mysterious Egypt, the Holy Land, beautiful Madeira, gay 
Seville, Granada with its Alhambra, mighty Gibraltar, ancient Cadiz, Algiers, 
Biskra, Timgad, Tunis, Malta, Dardanelles, Constantinople, Bosphorus, Athens, Venice, 


——— 

Florence, Rome, Naples, Messina, Taormina, Syracuse, Palermo, Monte Carlo, France, Lie 

England—the glorious Cruise of the palatial Cunarder “Scythia,” will take you to all of 

these wonderful places, and many others. We have exclusively chartered this magnifi- 

cent steamer, with membership limited to 390 guests—half capacity. 

The Cruise of the “Scythia” is the annual Mediterranean classic. The unusually large and comfortable cabins—all with hot 

West and cold running water—the suites and private baths, the spacious decks, the passenger elevators, the famous Cunard cuisine 
Indies and service and the reasonable rates, all combine to offer the most attractive of all Cruises to the Mediterranean. 

iii Free stop-over in Europe, including return by S.S. “‘Beren- 

De Luxe garia,” ‘‘ Aquitania,” “‘ Mauretania” or any Cunard steamer. 


Full information on request. Prompt reservation advisable. Apply to 


— FRANK TOURIST CO. (Est. 1875) 542 Fifth Ave., New York 


5. S. “VEENDAM ” Philadelphia, — Locust St. Chicago, 175 North Michigan Ave. Boston, 33 Devonshire St. 


an Francisco, 582 Maret St. Los Angeles, 756 So. Broadway 
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Lhe Land 
of the Sky... 


The joy ofa brittle 


climate! Golf, polo, 
tennis, hunting! 
Utterly lovely 
Asheville ! 


Write to us—we shall 
be happy to suggest 
reservations for you, 
without obligation of 
course, 


v 


HARPER’S BAZAR 
TRAVEL BUREAU 


383 Madison Avenue 
New York City 
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The new 20,000 gross ton quadruple-screw motor Saer 
“BERMUDA,” 550 feet long, 74 feet wide, will make 
her maiden voyage 
NEW YORK to BERMUDA 
On the 14th of January. Weekly sailings thereafter. 

N° more luxurious and magnificent liner was ever 
| built. 


a 





“Verandah Suites, Cabins de Luxe, glassed-in deck for 
dancing (only one of its kind on any liner). Excep- 
ti spacious promenade and sun decks. Beautiful 
swimming bath, electric elevators, gymnasium. Public 
tooms compare favorably in size with those of any 
ship afloat. x 
Accommodations for 600 first-class passengers—80 
— —— baths. Ample accommodation for maids 
and valets. 











FURNESS BERMUDA LINE. 


34 Whitehall St., New York, or any authorized agent. 




















Find adventure 
beyond tropical horizons 


ON THE NINTH ANNUAL 
CRUISE-TOUR 


tothe WEST INDIES ana 
SOUTH AMERICA 


New Days! New Ways! Another World! 
67 matchless days of pleasure—a pro- 
cession of wonderful seaports to explore 
—a varied array of shore excursions into 
intriguing lands—Cuba! Panama! Peru! 
Chile! Argentine! Uruguay! Brazil! Trini- 
dad! Barbados! Martinique!—you visit 
them ALL! 


American Express Tour Managers smooth 
the way for you en route and ashore. Long 
auto drives!—intensely interesting side 
journeys by launch and train!—over the 
towering Andes by narrow gauge rail- 
way!—All expenses are included in the 
cruise fare—shore excursions, hotel ac: 
commodations, etc. No additional extra- 
expense optional trips. 


FARE (67 days) $1895 minimum 
Sailing from New York January 26, 1928 


All outside, roomy cabins and modern comforts 
on splendid, spacious ships. Write for complete 
descriptive booklet ‘'B’’—or apply to the nearest 
American Express office for further details, 
reservations, etc. Cruise-Tour Organized and 
Managed by the 


| AMERICAN Express 


Travel “Department 
65 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 


Always Carry 
American Express Travelers Cheques 
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Late afternoon 


on the 
Florida Fast Qoast 





f nw golfers are coming in, the bathers leave 
the beaches, tennis courts are empty, and 
ponies and horses are resting for the morrow. 

In this lull between day and dinner, all along 
the Florida East Coast the magic warmth of the 
Gulf Stream holds full sway. It’s the hour for 
fun and story, gatherings at the big hotels, 
whilst plans are made for evening and friend- 
ships start that last throughout the years. 

There are people that you like, and like to 
know, gathered for a winter holiday. At the 
Ponce de Leon, the Aleazar and the Cordova 
you'll find them in St. Augustine, at the 
Breakers and the Royal Poinciana in Palm 
Beach, the Royal Palm, Miami, the Hotel 
Ormond, Ormond, and at the Casa Marina in 
Key West. 

Will you be there, too, this winter? Make 
your reservations now— 


For information, reservations at 
the Florida East Coast Hotels, Pull- 
man and railroad tickets, apply 


FLORIDA EAST 
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HETHER you seek 
pleasure or health—or both— 
come to rest and play and take 
the cure at the Glen Springs. For 
here in the heart of the beautiful 
Finger Lake region are the only 
natural Calcium Chloride brine 
baths in America—that have 
made this unique spa famous 
as the American Nauheim. 

Here is theinspiring grandeur 
of Watkins Glen ... the tonic 
quiet of broad lake and woods 
... the fine, keen, pine-fragrant 
air. Outdoorsports. Music and 
dancing. A cuisine you'll mar- 
vel at, supplied by our own dairy 
and poultry farms. The baths 
and other treatments are espe- 
cially suitable for heart, circu- 
latory, kidney and nutritional 
disorders, rheumatism, gout 
and obesity. Complete medical 
and hydro-therapeutic facilities, 
and all modern aids to diag- 
nosis. Write for illustrated 
booklets and special rates to: 
William M. Leffingwell, Presi- 
dent, Watkins Glen, New York. 





THe GLen SPRINGS 
THE AMERICAN NAUHEIM 














WINTER 
VOYAGES 









to the 


MeprrerraneaNn Y 


Glorious voyages over the sunny, southern route 
on ships of luxurious comfort—to lands of mystic 
beauty, eternal romance—winter playgrounds of 
the world. New delights of cuisine and service await 
you—every detail of ocean travel perfected to the satis- 
faction of discriminating passengers. 


Special Voyages by the ‘‘Roman Splendor’’ Ships 


“DUILIO,” Jan. 7 “ROMA,” Jan. 28 
Calling at Madeira, Gibraltar, Algiers, Naples, and Genoa 
Special Voyages by S.S. “COLOMBO,” Jan. 17 and Feb. 24 
This popular cabin class steamer of home-like comfort and refinement calls at 
Casablanca, door of Morocco; Gibraltar, Palermo, Naples, and Genoa 
Optional tours of exceptional interest are offered at all ports of call 


Regular Sailings Direct to Italy—Dec. 8-13, Mar. 10, Apr. 2-14-28 
NGI Illustrated Booklets, rates, and full information sent on request 


NAVIGAZIONE GENERALE ITALIANA 


1 State Street, New York, or local steamship agents 








Italia America Shipping Corporation, General Agents 











THE MAGIC OF 
THE GULF STREAM 





[ FLAGLER SYSTEM } 


General Offices—St. Augustine, Fla., 
and 2 West 45th St., New York City 















90 AMERICANS 


: . 7 , 
Will now cruise on King George's 
Ocean Yacht 
The “Prince Olav,” formerly the Royal Yacht of H. R 
M. King George V, with every detail unchanged, now 
takes 90 Americans to hidden harbors of loveliness in- 
accessible to larger vessels; the Calle d’en Serra, im 
penetrably Moslem; to Crete and the oldest European 
civilization; to Ajaccio of Bonapartine memory; to Cetinje 
in the Montenegran mountains—to Algiers, the desert, 

Constantinople and Cairo. . . . 


te4. 





My 


ee tMMiish 


All the rooms are outside, with windows and bedsteads. 
The Queen's Suite may still be procured. 

_ You take the Berengaria from New York—first-class. 
You express to Marseilles, and there board the ‘Prince 
Olav” for two months of blue sky and Royal comfort. 
Land trips at every port. No tenders. $1,700 up, New 
York to New York. 

Sailing February 10 


For information and booklet apply to 


Cunard Branch Offices 
Your Local Agent—Franco-Belgique, Inc. 


or 





















ROYAL YACHT CRUISE, 557 Fifth Avenue, NY 
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THE LUXURY CRUISES a 


West Indies 
Panama Canal 


N the short space of 16 days, you visit the most interest- 
ing islands of the West Indies and the Bermudas—in 4 
weeks, 9 islands, Panama and the mainland of South America. 
You cruise over tropical seas on a ship of luxurious comfort. 


Ss. Ss. VEENDAM 


This magnificent oil-burning turbine steamer is especially designed for tropical cruis- 
ing. All accommodations de-luxe in every detail; direct ventilation; broad, cool decks. 
16-DAY CRUISES: JANUARY 28; MARCH 17, 1928 
Visiting Bermuda, Jamaica, Havana, and Nassau in the Bahamas. Rates $230 and up. 

a 28-DAY CRUISE: FEBRUARY 15, 1928 
Visiting Havana, Jamaica, Panama, Curacao, La Guayraand Caracas (Venezuela) Trini- 
dad, Barbados, Martinique, St. Thomas, Porto Rico, and Bermuda. Rates $385 and up. 
Cruise fares include comprehensive shore excursions, carefully arranged and carried 
out by the Frank Tourist Company. For choice selection of accommodations, make 
reservations now. Illustrated booklet “16”, with full details, sent on request. 


HOLLAND-AMERICA LINE 


21-24 State Street, New York 


Branch Offices and Agents in all principal Cities 
“ne and FRANK TOURIST CO., 542 Fifth y > ig oll Tork nt 
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cung-in the 
Cfropics 


Q2HE modern Ponce de Leon finds a more 
accessible Fountain of Youth than that 
so vainly sought by his romantic forebear. 
Miami’s contribution to America is the re- 
newal of youth ---- through the magic of 
warming rays from a tropic sun ---- of salt 
laden breezes from Southern Seas ---- the 
witchery of moderate, moonlight nights. 
One reason for the phenomenal growth of Miami 
is the universal quest of mankind for longer, healthier 
life. 
them to choose from the health resorts of the world, 


have built their year-round homes in Miami. Thousands 
whose affairs do not make year-round residence possi- 


Men and women whose financial status permits 


ble, compromise by spending at least the winter months 
here-----minimizing health hazards and conditioning 
their bodies and minds for the remainder of the year 


Winter Miamians invariably find their trip South 
an economy, too, for the expense of coal, winter cloth- 
ing and other costly items is eliminated 


Plan now to spend your winter under surmmer skies. You 
may select any type of accommodation you desire ---from the 
modest apartment to the luxurious resort hotel Miami can ac- 
commodate 100,000 visitors at one time and do it well. Rates 


have been revised, reduced and standardized by the hotel and 
apartment associations, and quotations are quaranteed by the 


city of Miami. 





















“‘Great train,” says the 
Colonel, *‘I like everything 
about it. When I travel this 
low altitude route, I never 
experience the least dis- 
comfort—sleep like a top, 
and I’m always ready fe 
these famous Rock Island 
meals—best on wheels” 


Real “‘Gentlemen-of-the-Old-School” courtesy 
and special attention to individual comfort 
are distinctive features of service on the 


Golden State Limited 


De Luxe Train to California 
Daily from La Salle St. Station, Chicago, 8:30 p. m. 


Guarantees the quickest transition from frost 
and cold to warmth and sunshine. 63 hours 
Chicago to Los Angeles. Shortest, quickest 
to Phoenix and San Diego. 


Rock Island-Southern Pacific service includes also the 
Apache—popular 68-hour train—Same low altitude route. 


Rock Island Lines 


The Road of Unusual Service 


ROCK ISLAND TRAVEL SERVICE BUREAU, La Salle Street Station, Chicago, IMlinois 
Please cend me booklets descriptive of California and the Golden State Limited. 


Name 





= 


Address 16 





For hotel or apartment reservations and authentic information address either 
of the following official bureaus, maintained by the city of Miami: 


CHICAGO 
104 South Clark Street 


NEW YORK 
Waldorf Astoria Hotel 


For illustrated literature address MIAMI CHAMBER of COMMERCE, Miami, Florida 


of Miami, Florida 


City Commissior 





‘Worlds Greatest Winter Resort 
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CANNES 


THE MOST BEAUTIFUL GOLF LINKS IN EUROPE 


Races, Tennis (100 courts) Polo, Regattas, Battles of Flowers 
Manificent galas inthe fascinating Casino from December to May 














MEDITERRANEAN 


by the famous liners 


CONTE ROSSO 


December 10—March 17 


CONTE BIANCAMANO 


January 4—February, 11 


CONTE GRANDE (New) 


Inaugural sailing—March 3 
Gibraltar—Naples—Genoa 
During January and February 
steamers stop also at Algiers and op- 
tional shore excursions are arranged 

at all ports of call 
First class de luxe 
Second Class for tourists 


LLOYD SABAUDO LINE 
3 State St., N.Y. 


Travel in Comfort 


INTERNATIONAL WaGOnNs-Lits COMPANY 


Most of your travel abroad will be done in the sleeping, dining /, 
and cars of our company. You may make complete | 
arrangements for your entire trip— you start—with our /; 


TRAVEL SERVICE 


plane Tick ep chee y hr ous 
ing; we sell Travelers’ Checks, insure | 
your Baggage, secure your_ = 
woreign vise, = oo 








TALY- FRANCE-RIV 
WORLD'S LARGEST, FASTEST AND 
T LUXURIOUS MOTOR VESSEL 


“PRIDE OF THE TTALLAN MARINE ™ 
ss PRESIDENTE WILSON 
EXPRESS Cll BURNER 
OPFER DE —_ PASSENGER SERVICE 
‘0 EUROPE 
went Sahnys 


MEDIT N AND ADBIATIC PORTS 
ITALY FRANCE SPAIN GREECE DALMATIA 


COSULICH 2 Ay ey cO., 


West Indies Cruises 
8-day tours—$107 up— 23-day cruises 
$175. ey Rico— Mediter- 


ranean BERMUD 
UDA A TRAVEL AND 
PNFORMATION BUREAU 
. Furness, Bermuda 
Mati Lines) 
139 E. smth § St., N.Y.C. 


INTERNATIONAL WAGONS-LITS COMPANY, 701 Fifth Ave.,at 55th St., NEW YORK 


Clark’s Famous Cruises 


By CuNARD-ANCHOR new oil burners; 
rates include hotels, guides, drives, fees. 


65 days, $600 to $1700 
THE MEDITERRANEAN 


ss “Transylvania” sailing Jan. 25 


24th cruise, including Madeira, Lisbon, 
(Madrid) Spain, (Granada) Algiers, Tunis, 
Carthage, Athens, Constantinople, 15 days 
Palestine and Egypt, the Riviera, Cher- 
bourg, (Paris) Europe stop-over. 
Sth World Cruise (Westward) 

Jan. 16, New York and Feb. 2, Los Angeles; 
125 days, $1250 to $3000. 


FRANK C. CLARK, Times Bidg., N. Y. 


Hotel La Salle 


30 East 60th Street, New York 


A dignified quiet place of residence for perma- 
nent and transient guests. Centrally located 


A few choice suites are now avatlable for 
lease by the year or Winter Season. 


Cuar_es LA PReELLE, Manager 


STUDENTS TRAVEL CLUB 


The Leading Student Tours to Europe for 

the Intellectual Elite. All expenses, 

up. Organized entertainments. Cultured 

Leadership. 600 institutions of Higher 

Learning represented in our 1927 Tours 
Write for 1928 Program. 


551 Fifth Avenue New York 


FE. accurate information 
on World Cruises and 
Student Tours 
write to 


HARPER’S BAZAR 
TRAVEL BUREAU 
383 Madison Ave., New York City 
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gr, N.Y. 
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HOLIDAY cruise, visiting Santiago, Kings- 

ton, Colon, Havana and Nassau, spending 
Christmas and NewYears at sea. A 15-day cruise 
during January. An early spring cruise follow- 
ing the same route, with Easter in picturesque 
Havana. Two longer voyages including also 
San Juan, St. Thomas, Fort de France, St. Pierre, 
Barbados, Trinidad, La Guayra and Curacao. 


From New York 


TO THE 
WEST 
INDIES 


on the ideal 
cruising ship 


FRIANCE Dec. 17 Jan. 7 Jan. 25 
R 16 days 15 days 27 days 
. $200 up $200 up $300 up 
a luxurious steamer, 
designed especially Feb. 25 Mar. 28 
for tropical service. 27 days Sideus 
$300 up $200 up 


Descriptive literature on request 


Hamburg-American Line 


UNITED AMERICAN LINES, Inc., General Agents 


28 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. Branches 
in Boston, Chicago, Philadelphia, San Fran- 
cisco or local steamship and tourist agents. 

























fos of 6 : 
at WHITEHALL 


PALM BEACH 


Opening December 31st, this Continen- 
tal hostelry offers service and cuisine 
befitting the finest resort hotel in all 
the world. Apartments of one to six 
rooms or more, on long or short term 
lease. 

New York Office 


THE BERKSHIRE 
21 East 52nd Street 








Martin Sweeny, Managing Direétor 





THE FINEST RESORT HOTEL IN ALL THE WORLD 

















Street Scene, Kobe 


This 


Trip 
to 22 ports in 14 countries Round the 
World. $1250 provides transportation, 


meals and accommodations aboard a 
palatial President Liner. 


No other adventure to compare with 
this trip of all trips—Round the World. 
No other passenger service offers so 
convenient, comprehensive and com- 
fortable a way to go. 

You visit Japan, China, Manila, Malaya, 
Ceylon, India if you choose, Egypt, Italy, 
France, Boston, New York, Cuba and Pan- 
ama. Hawaii is optional. 

There are days for leisurely sightseeing at 
the ports of keenest interest. 

Or you may stop over wherever you like 
for one week, two weeks or longer, continu- 


~ 4 ing when you are ready on a subsequent 


liner which is exactly like the one on which 
‘ you first sailed. Like a trip ona private yacht. 


Magnificent liners, broad of beam and steady. Outside 
rooms, many with private baths. Spacious decks, an out- 
door swimming pool. Luxurious public rooms and a 
cuisine that has won praise from the most experienced 
travelers. 


An American Mail liner sails every fortnight from 
Seattle. 


A Dollar liner sails every week from Los Angeles and 
San Francisco, every fortnight from Boston and New York 
for the Orient and Round the World via Havana,Panama 
and California. 


Also fortnightly sailings from Naples,Genoa and Mar- 
seilles for Boston and New York. 


Ask any railroad or steamship ticket agent for complete 
information or communicate with 


American Mail Line 
Dollar Steamship Line 





32 32 Beosdwey ‘ . NewYork Dime Bank Building . . Detroit 
604 Fifth Ave. & 25 B’way, New York 1105. Dearborn Street . Chicago, Ill. 
1018 Bessemer Bldg. . Pittsburgh, Pa. 101 Bourse Bidg. . Padedepas Pa. 
177 State Street . . Boston,Mass. 514 W. Sixth St. . Los Angeles, Cs 
1519 Railroad Ave. So., ; Seattle, Wash. Robert Dollar Bidg. . San Francisco 








‘Glorious 























































Daisy GARSON 


A 
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LINGERIE 


SPORT & DAYTIME 
DRESSES 


HOSTESS GOWNS 
NEGLIGEES 
by appointment only 


Tel. Plaza 8876 142 E. SSth St. 
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— TRANSFORMATIONS ~ 





ANUEL’S Transformations 
and Moderne Wigs are the 
exact réproduction of nature. For 
quality, simplicity of design and 
best workmanship they have no 
equal. 
Booklet upon request. 
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This Christmas Finds Us 


Very busy among the Shops, which are more unusual 
and irresistible than ever. Let us tell you what we 
have discovered. 

A bit of Czecho-Slovakia is to be found in East 57th 
Street, where there are the most artistic peasant gowns. 
Did you know that the peasant girls who make them 
work in the fields during the summer, to glean color 
schemes from nature, and, incidentally, rest their eyes? 
Pottery and lamp shades made by veterans and crippled 


children should make acceptable Christmas Gifts. 


If you’re a true modern, you'll be delighted with a 
certain new salon in West 57th Street. The well-known 
coiffeur used only to create transformations, but now he 
does finger waving, hair cutting, shampooing, permanent 
waving and anything else that your hair or your face 
may need. And the operators really do study you very 
carefully, and advise out of true knowledge, what is 


really becoming to your type. 


What could be more delightful than a gift of unusually 
attractive lingerie this Christmas? We made an appoint- 
ment, and were shown a bathrobe of Rodier fabric, 
negligees in satin, velvet, chiffon brocade, as well as of 


flowered material. 


We are happy to inform you that prominent people 
have called our attention to a delightful matron who will 
help you with almost any problem. For instance, assist 
with your shopping, act as guide, meet any train or 
steamer. Her field is unlimited, and her services are 


extremely valuable. 
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DEMURE? 














To accentuate your own demure- 
ness . . . or to be charmingly 
naive for an evening—frame your 
face in these soft, breath-taking 
tendrils . . . a Transformation by 


oud frm 


18 W. 57th St., New York 














. with the permanent wave 
created for her by Senegas. 
Artists in other lines are quick to 
recognize and select the master. 
And the clientele of Senegas in- 
cludes the leading personalitics of 
the stage and social world 


COIFFEUR DAMES’ 
9 W.463 ST. TEL.BRYANT 5687-8 

















Strong as young Ama- 
zons . . . tanned by burn- 
ing suns . . . the young 
Czechoslovakian peasant 
girls spend every sum- 
mer in the broad fields 
of their country—to save 
their eyes for their ex- 
quisitely fine work of the 
winter. For it is in the 
winter that they create 
their delicate artistries 
. . « laces, pottery, lamp 
shades and vivid-hued 
embroideries. 
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Write for new booklet 


And just as naively genu- 
ine as the Czechoslo- 
vakian peasants them- 
selves—are the articles 
featured in our studios. 
Gay Frocks . . . entire- 
ly of-the-peasantry or 
combined with modern 
modes ... that adapt 
themselves with smart 
distinction to the needs 
of the American woman. 
Coats and jaunty Hats 
as well . . . quaint pot- 
tery and old laces. 


CZECHOSLOVAK ART STUDIOS 


Originators of the Peasant Gowns 


124 E. 57th St. New York 


CHICAGO 
717 N. Michigan Biod. 


BOSTON 


29 Newbury St. 


MIAMI BEACH 
311-23rd St. 

















BuuckDeirs 
20and 22 West 57th St., New York 


A step from Gifth Avenue 
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Posed 
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PINCHOT 


Turn Your Back 


without fear! 


Difficult neck- 


lines, trying 
back contours 
become soft un- at 


dulations of rirtn avenut 
shapely beauty sos Fifth Ave.,N.Y. 
under the magic “ 
artist hands of Ent. on 48th St. 
Phone Murray Hill 4984-4985 








Satisfied With Our Service 


Discoveries a la Carte 


Are you new to New York? 
Would you like to explore it in 
: : . : ° ’ . pleasant company? Are you a bit 

HE talk of New York is a new Hairdressing Salon, uncerthia what New York ic 
wearing to the theatre tonight? 


on East 57th Street, complete with ultra-modern How sheet Sob, tao! ‘Waals 


equipment, and highly trained operators under the per- you feel more contented to have 

ie : 5 , some one responsible for her en- 
sonal supervision of a man who is an expert in this route to school or on her way home 
u iP : for the holidays? And Aunt 
field. This establishment features the very newest sys- Mary! Wouldn’t it be nice to 


have some one meet the arrival of 


tem of hair-drying—the air being pumped and filtered wihgp lie: sytney ma 


from out of doors through cheese-cloths, in order to im- In any emergency, call Billings 
‘ ; ie ’ i , 7016! Presto changeo! MADE- 
prison any impurities. We also found a new hair switch LINE. FAIR will solve all your 


problems for you. You will find her 
highly endorsed by the leading 
invention clamps to the back of the hair, and can then namesin NewYork’s social register. 


be arranged in a most becoming manner. One almost Q Mf / fj Ti ° 
expects the attendants of such a scientific atmosphere OW 


625 West 156th St., New York 


to camouflage a bob during the growing period. This new 


to be attired in professional nurses’ uniforms. 
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Showcnaft Shots 


+ yy 2 
pnicts formerly fo $30, 


Begins December Ist 


SHOECRAFT 


714 FIFTH_AVENUE 


Children *s Clothes— 


Te INDIVIDUAL ORDER Only f\lever ould you 
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25 6 
Holiday Parties and Gifts th 
eo den ttn OE Po not being the 


with bow knot. Dress is entirely washable—to 


N from ten days to two weeks, 
Madame Mays’ scientific , 
method gives you new youth 

and new beauty. 

Wrinkles, freckles, lines about / 

the eyes and relaxed tissues of the 





face and throat are replaced by a Cats C Jase, eres to 10 years, $15.50—very 
ag tare hag anss . An, Reve’ Party oult i pongee, qither with white 9 7 in 
‘lients from outside New York, * Ke louse and colored trousers in yellow, peach, 6 | 
while taking the treatment, have art; turquoise or pink, or all solid color with white wearers own 
all the comforts and luxury of an tf Bo 75, rills—to 4 years. Attractively priced, 
elegantly appointed private home. z I SPECIALIZE Modes for Infants, Children 
All consultations and treat- and Misses—Suits for Boys to 4. Original 
ments are in the strictest con- sketches on request—kindly give Children's ages. - re 
fidence. Mail orders always receive my personal care. . er 
Two weeks’ rest and then new 
beauty. Inviting Inquiries from Specialty Shops. 
Also Special Representatives. 


Complete detatis and a booklet on request 
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ee Sizesito10 | | MADAME MAYS | | ADELE MAXIMILIAN] | 37W© sf wt : 
“In the Heart of Greenwich Village’’ 

STYLE FORECAST HF ON REQUEST 50 West 49th Street New York 267 West 11th Street New York } ew FT t 








May We Not 
Tell You? 


May we not tell you some- 
thing more about the delight- 
ful Shops on this page? 
There are doubtless many 
things to be found that will 
help you solve your gift 
problems this Christmas. 
Please write to the:— 


“Where To Shop” 


Department 


HARPER’S BAZAR 
119 West 40th Street 
New York 















CHARLES BOCK ..+ The Renna method 


Says: OF SCIENTIFIC 


‘*The illusion of long hair can be created 

by the addition of a well matched ‘back- |f FACE LIFTING 
piece’ transforming your bob and causing 
your coiflure to harmonize with the severe Bloodless surgery 


lines of modern formal fashions. 


















‘As usual the bob reigns supreme for e 
daytime wear, both social and for sports.’’ : 

, Noo (utting 

Every branch of beauty culture carefully ‘ ~ 
supervised by Charles Bock and | Noo Peeling 


his skilled operators. 
Muscle ‘Replacing 








Permanent Waving Finger Waving 


Shampooing Manicuring 
Hair Cutting 4 
’ 300k R 5 
Charles Bock a Booklet on equest 
New Salon at 110 WEST 55TH STREET 


NEW YORK 


20 East 57th Street, New York 


Phone PLAza 5610 


; % ; 
Transformations Made to Order 





(By appointment only) 
’Phone - - Circle 7127 
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sports ensembles 
tailored suits 
travelling coats 
evening Wraps 
the finest furs 







WHEREVER FASHION 
CONGREGATES, THE 
SPIRIT OF PARIS IS 
MOST CLEARLY 
EXPRESSED IN THE 
GOWNS CREATED BY 
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S,PLACE VENDOME L SERAIT CURIEUX, dans une enquéte dirigee vers tous les points du 
DARIAZ globe, de rechercher combien de temps les jolies femmes passent dé- : 
sormais a leur toilette. Les cheveux coupés, les robes d’allure sportive, 19, Avenue Matignon, 19 
ay qui ignorent les fermetures compliquées d’agrafes et de boutons; n’ont-ils , 
CHAMPS-ELYSEES 


pas diminué largement le nombre des heures que passaient a leur parure 
les élégantes de jadis? 








Malherbe nous conte qu’aux noces du duc de Vendéme, fils de Henri 
IV, la fiancée Mademoiselle de Mercceur, et les dames de la cour “ mirent 
tant de temps & leur toilette, que la messe ne put étre célébrée qu’a cing 
heures.”’ Il est vrai que la jeune femme portait sur sa robe en toile d’argent 
O| ZA 

0. 








un manteau de velours cramoisi, doublé d’hermine, ayant dit il “‘une queue 
de trois aunes.”’ 





So 
ff . Ay) Nos petites mariées d’aujour d’hui avec leurs robes courtes et légéres 
ee lp tj LYlt YUL se contentent de faire attendre leurs invités tout au plus une heure ou deux. 


Et c’est la encore l’un des charmants miracles obtenus par le talent et I’in- 
géniosité des grands couturiers parisiens. 


D L Ol Aha Cdactlraccer ¥ As es 
€ Luxe UlOVveS RESIDENT | 


and Hosiery : 
Poh Gime fi lomtnce ile BUYERS ... 
ALainerey 








we Can assist 
you inParis 


Paris 
10 rue Auber os 5 
Opéra ? ‘ A, GERSHEL 


QaJS 62 ,Rue Beaubourg 
Cannes Biarritz — PARIS 


14, Bd de la Croisette 10, rue Mazagran 
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FOURRURES ; Hand Bags 
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Dressing Cases 
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PARIS 


Deauville Paris Plage 
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take note of this address 
59 RUE SAINT LAZARE 
BRIGG ¢SONS Models a Specialty 
WALKING STICKS : r 
UMBRELLAS from the latest collections 
i) pr ee of Parisian couturiers bear- 
+ eas _— ing authentic signatures. 
3 St. James’s Street Immediate delivery. 
— LONDON Faultless alterations. 
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Photograph by Alfred Cheney Johnaton 


“What heavenly silver! .. And how in the world did you guess that I wanted it?” 


“Well, they called it Preces or CHARM, and I immediately associated it with 
such a charming woman as you.” 


“Flatterer! ... Now I’m positively ashamed of the poor little gift I’ve got for you.” 


Wise, indeed, is he who gives Pieces or CHarm ... and flattered beyond words is 
she who receives it. For Preces or Cuarm is noble and exquisite silverplate . . . 
1847 Rocers Bros. that lends lustre and distinction to tables perfectly ap- 
pointed. The so-called fancy flatware yet withal so essential . . : to be had either in 
the gorgeous Pieces of Charm Cabinet containing eight salad forks, 
eight butter spreaders, eight iced tea spoons, a berry spoon, a gravy ladle, a 
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Gown by Bruck- Weis» 


cold meat fork and a dessert server .. . or purchased 
as separate items, as suits your fancy, or your 
purse, in individual gift boxes on the wrappings of 
which the courtly figures of Watteau are imprinted 
.. . Silverware bewitching and honorably wrought, 
but a gift and a treasure most modestly priced. 


“TREASURE BOUND ON THE GOOD SHIP B UDGET” 
Once you see Preces or Cuarm, you'll never be satisfied till your sil- 
verware service is complete. And to make it so is now one of the 
easiest things imaginable. Send for our new booklet, “Treasure Bound 
on the Good Ship Budget,” and learn how to buy Pieces or CHARM 
systematically and with pleasing thrift. Ask for Booklet M2s, and 
address International Silver Co., Department E., Meriden, Conn. 
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THE SAMPLER that 
seems to please every 
candy taste, dressed 
up for Christmas. 


FRUITS AND NUTS 


for luxurious tastes. 


CLOISONNE — a gor- 
geous big box of selected 
chocolates. 


For gifts nothing can be more imbued with 
the spirit of Christmas than the SAMPLER in 
its gold and green and red holiday wrap. Other 
packages in Whitman’s Quality Group, some of 
which are shown here, will fit every individual 
preference. 


Hard candies, solid chocolate, Messenger Boys 
and other shapes provide sweets for the tree 


and the children. 


The great variety and sizes of Whitman's pack 
ages make selection of sweets for gifts and for 
the home gathering an easy and pleasant duty. 
For last-minute gifts, these are ideal, and all 
Whitman agents will mail them for you. 


Whitman packages may be had in fancy outer 
containers, baskets, boxes and bags to make the 
gift more elaborate and with a touch of utility. 


See them at the nearby store that is agent 
for Whitman’s. Ask the agent, or write to 
Stephen F. Whitman & Son, Inc., Philadelphia, 
for a folder of gift suggestions. 


PINK OF PERFECTION— 
the name expresses Whit- 
man’s opinion of these 
chocolates in a bright, color- 
ful new package. 








SALMAGUNDI— 
a favorite assort- 
ment in an artistic 
metal box. 


BONN YBROOK~—the 
new assortment of Milk 
Chocolates that has 
made millions of friends. 


© S. F. W. & Son, Inc. 
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HEN “Fish,” the celebrated English artist, who is 

hereafter to draw exclusively for this magazine, 
arrived in New York not long ago, the editor took her 
for a walk along Park Avenue one golden autumn after- 
noon. Upper Park Avenue, which is as quiet as Mayfair 
and quite as select. 

“Your city has changed,” she said, “even during that 
brief interval of two years since I was here. Just look at 
that new skyscraper, shooting to the clouds! It is all 
very interesting, very thrilling. You can’t imagine what 
it does to a visitor from a city where the buildings are 
anything but tall.” 

“Fish” likes our climate. ‘One needs no champagne 
here,” she smiled. “Why! the very air is wine.” 

Then, as we strolled along, with no destination—which 
is the best way to stroll—and in no hurry, there suddenly 
came to our ears the sounds of martial music. Looking 
behind us, we saw a dash of brilliant color against the 
gray background of the buildings down the Avenue. A 
whole regiment was marching in our direction, with 
flags and banners and fifes, the men in the handsome 
uniforms of the Seventh Regiment. 

Now, it developed that neither of us could resist a 
band; nor could we resist a battalion of soldiers on the 
march, particularly when they were accoutred as were 
these. The eternal child, it seemed, was still alive in 
both my companion and me, and it was a happy moment 
when we both realized that each was like the other; a 
happier moment still when we unashamedly acknowledged 
our foolishness, and just stood there gaping at the passing 
troops. 

“T hope,” said the youthful “Fish,” as the first line of 
the regiment passed by us, “that people will always have 
within them the desire to dress up like this. Wouldn’t 
life be tame without a craving for color? It’s the garnish 
around the dish; it’s the gravy spilling over; it’s. ... 
Oh, you know as well as I do what it is.” 

If “Fish” had spoken our American slang she might 
have added that it is the applesauce we all need now and 
then. At any rate, whatever it is, it is supremely necessary 
to every one of us. Someone once said that water is to a 
landscape what eyes are to the human face. Color is to 
daily existence what the stars are to the dark heavens. 

There is a human need of pomp and pageantry. It is 
the natural craving we mortals have to offset the drabness 
of life. The best example I know of the truth of this 
statement is the perennial appearance of that glittering, 
golden, glowing thing we calf the circus. The smell of 
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sawdust is to children—yes, and to healthy grown-ups!— 
what the odor of printer’s ink is to an editor. A make- 
believe world is often more real than the practical conti- 
nent upon which we dwell. That artist is supreme—like 
Stevenson, for instance—who can restore to us our lost 
childhood through the magic of poems like those in his 
Child’s Garden of Verse. 

A clown in his grotesque regalia may be as important 
as a statesman in his sombre coat. We may not appreciate 
at the time what he is doing for our spiritual benefit— 
for laughter is as spiritual as it is physical. Afterwards, 
our hearts warmed by his foolish wisdom, we will have a 
realization of his essential importance in the scheme of 
things. 

All good “parlor stunts,”’ though decried by the happy 
W. S. Gilbert (I could never understand why!) are medicine 
for those who are ill with too much workaday reality. 
No one has ever been able to measure the good that 
honest laughter has done a tired world. The satirist has 
his high place no less than the priests and philosophers 
who remind us of the underlying seriousness of life. 

I suppose that Moran and Mack, with their darkey 
jargon, their “you would bring that up,” have done as 
much for the world in the past few years as any pompous 
politician who imagines that his solemn public utterances 
are of value in a distorted universe. The phonograph 
record that makes us smile is the one that is oftenest 
placed under the weary needle, I notice: and faces in 
a dim room often light up like lamps when Charles Mack 
spouts his jovial yet profoundly truthful remarks about 
early worms and other cosmic things. 

Behind all such humor there must be a fundamental 
sanity, just as beneath all the glitter of soldiery there 
must be a profound patriotism. Ceremonials are of little 
value unless they are based upon idealism and truth. 
When kings, in their ermine and crowns, become mere 
puppets, they vanish. Behind the show window there 
must be the real merit advertised to the street: otherwise 
the shop languishes and finally dies. There must be a 
solid base, firm foundations, for the seemingly flimsy 
paraphernalia of display. 

Fantasy, whimsy—in fact, the whole vast world of the 
imagination—are as necessary as the iron dreams of 
engineers. Maeterlinck and Barrie—who would exchange 
them for the stern realism of Gorky and Zola? No one 
wishes a leaf to turn into steel. A rainbow is as real as a 
derrick. And with this advantage: it is full of color. 

CHARLES HANSON TOWNE. 
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It’s steep like the streets—but, unlike the streets, it’s 
safe. From the top of the chute, Quebec looks ancient 
and rock-gray and worm-eaten and utterly French. 
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Looking through the 
fine old wrought-iron 
gates at the Laval Mon- 
ument. Laval, a bent 
figure in ecclesiastical 
robes, still looms large 
in the memories of 
Quebec after 200 years. 


E ALL love New York, of course; but somehow, after Christmas, 
it begins to bewilder us. We feel that we must get away for a 
while. We crave a shifting of the scene, a thinning of the crowd. More 
than that, our belabored ear-drums often need a foreign language to 
soothe them: and if we can’t understand a word of that strange tongue, 


so much the better. It is astonishing, 
the utter relief of not being able to 
converse; it more than compensates 
for occasional ordeals such as asking a 
Swiss Guard at the Vatican if he 
knows any nice quiet little place where 
a person can lunch economically. 
The entire mechanism of the human 
ear seems to undergo a process of 
lubrication when the sounds it takes 
in carry no definite message to the 
mind. In Europe, one can always 
jump into a train and, within twenty- 
four hours, get to some place where 
the language is beautifully incompre- 
hensible; in America, it proves much 
more difficult to escape from all the 
glib familiar catch-phrases of the 
current season. Where to go, on this 
continent of North America, and 
leave the English language far behind? 

To the province of Quebec, na- 
turally! In ten hours, the train has 
plunged from New York straight into 
France. 

Montreal exerts a strong fascina- 
tion on those who know it well. My 
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The old Chateau de Ramezay in Montreal. 
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Up and up and up the 
hill, a horse toils pa- 
liently over the snow. 
The newcomer in a 
sleigh in Quebec feels 
like a man on a funic- 
ular railroad, waiting 
for the cable to snap. 


own memories of it are vague and almost colorless. I saw it as a pushing 
prosperous city, with Rotary and Kiwanis signs to welcome me—acutely 
commercial, throwing out its chest a bit pompously, reiterating the 
fact that a million people lived in it. Ancient Montreal still exists, to be 
-in out-of-the-way nooks where its feeble breath is fast beinz 


jostled out of it. Near the Place 
Vigar station the old Chateau de 
Ramezay hides, a mellow, weather- 
stained, sturdy little manor glimpsed 
through a row of tall poplars—a Corot 
tucked away among raw modern 
chromos. And then there’s the 
church of Bon Secour next door to the 
romantic shabby market. Mount 
Royal rises, white and calm, above 
the thronged streets, seems indeed 
to draw back from the saucy encroach- 
ments of trade and clanging tram-cars. 
A queer mixture, Montreal! I failed, 
in my short stay, to catch the clear 
dominant note of personality, to find 
the odd quirks of character that set 
every city apart from all others, giv- 
ing it some quintessential charm of its 
own. 

On the diner from Montreal to 
Quebec, everybody was chattering 
French—a prettier, more trippingly 
musical French, too, than popular 
report would lead one to expect. The 
patois of Canada is supposed to be 
harsh, (Continued on page 142) 
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Drawn especially for Harper's Bazar by 
MARY MacKINNON 


MRS. NELSON DOUBLEDAY 


Mrs. Doubleday, née Martha J. Nicholson, 
is a resident of Oyster Bay, and one of 
the loveliest members of the younger fashion- 
able set on Long Island. She and her equally 
popular husband are fond of out-door life. 
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SUGGESTIONS TO THE SPORTSWOMAN 


BY A, aoe £ Meyer: 


Our Be ae Adudhavtly Ciihiin I om in the Selection 
ol Fhissias (Lothes, the CH in [f) ee 
(More mmportant Edis the (Dots 


18 rue Vaneau, Paris. 


O,, the doubt O SEE women correctly dressed 
. for sport is no more an exception. 
ful merits of Exceptional is merely individual smart- 
“# ness in correct attire. Correctness 
does not necessarily include smartness 
nor does it follow that correct clothes 
exemplify perfect taste. There is what might be termed 
“good correct” and “bad correct.” The majority pre- 
fers “bad correct.” The minority only discriminates and 
instinctively knows what to select from what is correct. 


“ - 
correct attire 


Good selection is the result of seasoned taste and taste 
the outcome of culture. Importers and storekeepers 
make up for deficiency in cultured taste by commercial 
instinct. They claim to know just what the public 
wants. “Only catering to the masses is profitable 
business,” they say. Reticence and good taste never 
appeal to the multitude. 


Instinct tells ordinary women that reticence combined 
with a lack of individuality often spells dowdiness, 
while a flamboyant sweater or scarf is believed to disguise 
ordinary personality. Result: A constantly spreading 
and general adoption of “vulgarity in correct attire.” 


To educate one’s eye to correct selection is eminently 
desirable since incorrect attire has been eliminated. 
Valuable knowledge is what not to wear, “‘don’t’s”’ being 
far more important than “do’s.”’ 


Fe O ONE on his way to Switzerland 
should ever travel in specialized 
sports and win- St. Moritz clothes. Even though it is 
done by Swiss nationals and by mem- 
bers of a nation which shall be nameless, 
it is not smart. It conveys an impres- 
sion of having no change of clothes. No one, how- 
ever, on departing for the mountain tops should burden 
his trunks with useless clothes, for there is latent danger 
in a constant change of costume. Change is not always for 
the better. It is often for the worse and generally merely 
for the sake of showing off the contents of one’s trunks. 


ler sports c lothes 


An instance: A woman arrives in a Swiss mountain 
resort. She has brought one or two, even three, good 
skiing suits. She varies their appearance by a well 
assorted selection of sweaters and scarfs. Being suitably 
attired, she is considered a well-dressed woman. 


Another woman, influenced by the strong rays of the 
mountain sun, will vary her winter sports outfit with 
clothes suitable only for the Riviera. Having evidently 
planned Cannes for later in the season, her trunks con- 
tain an assortment of sports clothes suitable for a south- 


ern climate. Plaited skirts and flesh silk hose, even 
combined with serviceable looking snow boots, are 
entirely out of the picture in mountain resorts. 


Wrong clothes worn in snow countries produce a worse 
impression than wrong clothes worn elsewhere. On quite 
exceptional occasions, such as the day of arrival or the 
day one leaves, a plaited skirt and a heavy fur coat are 
permissible, one’s mountain clothes either being not 
unpacked or one’s trunks ready for departure. 


Where breezy youth and sports activities reign su- 
preme, women not indulging in such activities should 
dress diplomatically. They should, for instance, be 
careful never to appear in long, bulgy fur-lined overcoats 
except for prolonged sleigh drives. The clumsy middle- 
aged silhouette such coats produce, specially over sports 
clothes, is unforgivable! Besides being aging, heavy 
wraps are unpractical, even for short walks on the hillside. 

ISIBLE furs in resorts are singu- 


On the subject : : : 
gen larly inappropriate during sun- 
of furs shine hours, and especially while the 
sky is unrelentingly blue. This ap- 
plies both to snow countries and the Riviera. Visible furs 
should only make their appearance after sunset, though 
invisible fur linings may be comfortable at all times. 


An exception is made for short-haired, light-colored 
furs, such as tinted ermine or pelts of lesser value. 
Treated as patterned textures such skins are easily trans- 
formed into neat-looking sports garments. 


Fox collars dyed pink, mauve, or green are no more 
reckoned as fur. They are an alternative for ostrich 
feathers—a mere trimming. 


Women, experts in preserving an aspect of eternal 
youth, are rarely seen wrapped up in costly furs. The 
ample magnificence of valuable furs is undoubtedly aging. 
Being the owner of a Russian sable wrap means that a 
woman prefers opulence to youth. An _ undersized, 
skimpy-looking sable mantle, however, is voted unac- 
ceptable, even though it makes a portly woman appear 
young and slender. 


By way of compensation, rat disguised, rabbit glori- 
fied, or even vulgar cat rendered distinguished by artistry 
and cut often produce slimness, smartness and youth. 

To be muffled up may look smart intown. A fleeting 
glimpse of a woman rapidly passing in her car. The 
same fur-clad woman walking acquires an unmistakable 
air of maturity. 
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FEW “DON’TS”—ON WINTER SPORTS: No one 
should crowd railway carriages with cumbersome skis: 
They should be registered. Better still left in Switzerland. 
Or, in order to avoid complications, should not be owned at 
all. They can always be hired on arriving in the mountains. 
€ Poise is the keynote of skiing. Therefore the art of 
balance should have been mastered before one experiments 
on any steep slopes. 

§ The word “skiing” is full of pitfalls—even before the 
inevitable tumbles. Its correct pronunciation is “skeeing,” 
though highest authority decrees “sheeing.” 

§] No one should ever venture on the “Cresta,” St. Moritz’s 


famous ice run, on a luge. It 
only. 


is a course for “skeletons’”’ 
The presence of a /uge on the “Cresta” is about as un- 
suited as a cart horse on a race-track. No one should ever refer 
to “Cresta riders” as ‘“tobogganers’’”—they particularly dislike it. 

“ Wooden skates with long curly bowsprits, such as are worn 
by skaters in paintings by the old Dutch masters, are nowa- 
days out of date. Smart women prefer businesslike blade 
securely screwed to stout boots. 


HOUGHTS DEVELOPED WHILE WATCHING GOLF 
BEING PLAYED: Golf is a game in which the smallness 
of the ball knocked about is in no proportion to one’s general 
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expenses. The expenditure involved is, when reckoned up at 
the end of the year, dumfounding! 

“ Actual play lasts but a short while, though quite two or 
three hours are spent in looking for one’s straying balls. 

“ Being elected a member of an exclusive Golf Club does 
not necessarily make one a good player. No president of 
any Golf Club has ever been known to beat any one. 

“No one should ever play golf for pleasure. Those that 
do are never considered serious players. 

"A golf bag marked with three letters is impressive among 
one’s luggage, even if it is only filled with odds and ends. Such 
a bag should be carefully placed beside one’s seat in the train. 


“ One should always multiply one’s handicap by four—one 
is generally still below the truth. 

" The “tee” used for starting off is never “tea for two.” 

€ Playing golf with one’s husband shows up one’s lack of 
social connections. Besides, the wife either wins, in which case 
she accuses the husband of favoring her, or should she be the 
loser bad humor ensues. It is exasperating in either case. 


N MOTOR-CAR JOURNEYS: Unless made exhilarat- 

ing, traveling by motor-car becomes deadly dull. Some 

women wish it to be little more than the simulation of a shop- 
ping tour. Merely the make-believe of a journey. 























VIONNET 


{ Hermetically enclosed, in a limousine for choice—speed 
limit forty miles an hour, a woman sits imprisoned in a glass 
case. Gowned in elaborate sports clothes, wearing the per- 
ennial small felt hat, and hung with ropes of pearls, she reaches 
destination in immaculate condition. 

{| A journey by car, on the contrary, should be colored by 
adventure. Highroads being nowadays devoid of any ro- 
mantic atmosphere, romance should be replaced by sport— 
the sport of Speed. 

* In order to be thrilled it is unnecessary to drive oneself. 
To sit behind the chauffeur in an open car is almost as if one 
were in charge of the steering wheel. Any stretch of white 
road in front of one exerts a magnetic attraction. Driving 
too fast for safety is sufficient excitement, just as playing 
baccarat beyond one’s means is the only thrill one has while 
gambling. Otherwise, both motoring and gambling fall flat. 

{A journey at high speed in an open car makes special 
clothes essential. One’s outfit should be studied as carefully 
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as an aviator’s. Risks are taken both ways; over the ocean 
as well as on a road. Why take risks unsuitably attired? 


OR TRAVELING—IN OPEN CARS: A close-fitting 

leather cap strapped beneath one’s chin. A large pair of 
motor goggles with leather flaps tied back of one’s ears. 
A tight-fitting leather coat, fur lined. An individual rug 
(one for each person) of the kind not likely to slip off one’s 
knees. 

{{ Scarfs securely fastened, tucked inside one’s coat, with 
nothing allowed to fly in the wind. Anything not pinned or 
strapped down flies. Especially at over sixty miles an hour. 
One, of course, resembles a mummy tightly wound and bound. 
This is of minor consideration. Remember one travels 
incognito. No one is ever recognized who drives at sixty miles 
an hour. Passers-by are permitted to laugh. Nothing 
matters. A motorist’s disguise is as complete as a knight in 
armor and as mysterious as a Venetian mask and hood. 
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A nice pair of fuzzy 
what-have-you’s is for 
the person who forgets 
that a knee is a hinge 
and not a decoration. 
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For Grand papa. 
blonde nurse with a motherly disposi- 
to keep him home 
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This goes on every Christmas. Luscious- 
looking packages raise your hopes. 





GIFTS 
THAT COME 
STRAIGHT FROM THE 
SHOULDER 


dF lhere is Rie loo | 


i abel Gifts that 


“Junior,” who thinks 
of cute things to do 
to his mother’s guests, 
gets what he’s needed 


for a long time. 
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For an Aviatrix: A 
first-aid kit for your- 






self, my dear —or 
more likely for some 
of your passengers! 








A nice compact little 


evenings. 
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Then they prove to be filled with 
dreadful objects meant only for gifts. 


HRISTMAS is losing its good old Anglo-Saxon 

character. A gift, to be worthy of the name, 
should have teeth init. Instead of plowing through 
mountains of worthless objects, designed by those 
who still insist upon the gift that carries a heart-beat 
with it, it is far better, at this time of year, to doa 
little quiet thinking before making your Christmas 
list. 


It’s really too simple. Study your friends. Study 
them diligently. Do not wait until just before 
Christmas to study their characteristics, but work, 
even as editors work, on your Christmas list, as far 
ahead as June or July. Then you will have the 
suitable gift for each individual. There will be no 
mistakes, though there may be a few heart-breaks. 

If only more of us had courage! We need courage 
particularly at the joyous tide of Christmas. Honesty 
in Christmas giving should be the slogan of all right- 
thinking people. We should be fearless. We should 
be unafraid. This world would be a better place to 
live in if there were more integrity between friends. 

We repeat, do your Christmas studying early. Do 
not hesitate. Do not waver. Do not equivocate. 
Give, give, give—though it hurts! 
































For the lady who 
somewhat resembles 
the Covered Wagon. it. 
A tactful little hint «0 
in a dainty package. 





A “‘shingle-cap” for 
the young man who 
wears his hair like a 
seal’s, to keep it tidy 
from night till morn. 







For a Rude Subway 
Guard: Perhaps a 
little disappointing, 
but well meant, and 
very greatly needed. 









The rich aunt with high blood-pressure 
and a great deal of money might learn a 
lot from a certain authoritative legal book. 
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“Well, these Argentines didn’t believe in wast- 
5 
ing time! Fran felt that if she was not very 





careful she would be losing her head. It was 
too bad, just when she was settling down com- 


fortably to doing without thrills, to being an 
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adequate wife to poor darling Willie... 
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ILLUSTRATIONS By SAMUEL Davis OTIs 


S FAR back as they could remember it had 
always been * Darling Jane” and ‘‘ Darling 
Fran.’’ They were jealously, inseparably de- 
voted. It was an affection which had its roots 
right back in those days when the whole delicate 
structure of their bodies had seemed to teeter 
perilously upon their brittle little brown- 
stockinged legs. Later on, after they had 
mysteriously balanced up into slim young 
creatures with a shrewd little scale of values as 
cool, as detached as their lovely, wide-set eyes, 
Jane and Fran continued inseparable. If you 
met one at a party you knew that the other was 
somewhere within easy hailing distance. People 
said that they went about together so much for 
the sake of an effective contrast, for Jane was 
blonde as wheat, while Fran shone darkly, 
stormily, like black silver. 

They told each other everything. There was 
no corner of Jane’s mind which she kept secret 
from her dearest Fran, just as the slightest 
incident in Fran’s life must  in- 
stantly be reiated to her darling Jane. 
The telephone bells in their respec- 
tive houses were kept shrilling con- 
stantly. They would rush to answer 
them with the eager fervor of lovers. 

“Jane!” 

“Fran!” 

“Darling, I’ve been waiting in all 
morning for you to ring up! Well? 
Did he—?”’ ‘ 

“Yes. Oh, Fran! In the taxi go- 
ing home. Oh, Fran darling, I 
simply had to let him! He was so— 
so—”’ 

“IT know, dear, I know . , 

Conversations like that were con- 
tinually thrilling over the wires be- 
tween the two houses. Jane and 
Francesca, you understand, thought 
nothing at all of men; they persisted 
in pretending to keep up a cool little 
attitude of hostility toward them— 
“My deah!”’ they would say, raising 
their impertinent plucked eyebrows, 
“Men? Oh, my dee-ah!’’ with 
amusement, contempt, resignation — 
yet they were always calling each 
other up to say that they had found 
somebody so this, that, and the other 
that they simply had to let him. 
They understood each other per- 
fectly. 

The remarkable part of it all, 
considering that they were seldom or 
never apart, was the absence of 
quarrels between Jane and Fran over their love 
affairs. They managed things so delicately that 
they never found themselves, as might easily 
have happened, in the painful position of rivals. 
If Jane expressed interest in a young man he 
was marked down as her game forthwith. An 
impartial admirer who took Fran out for an 
evening might never look for a glance from 


Jane again. They could play fair, they hoped. 
Men—well, my dee-ah, you knew what to ex- 
pect from them, but when women were friends 
it was different. 

“The lowest type of cat,” pronounced Fran 
in that imperious way of hers, “is the poacher 
on somebody else’s preserves. Thank heavens, 
dearest, neither of us is likely to be reduced to 
that.”’ 

“Goodness, darling, what a_ dreadful 
thought!” cried Jane, intensely shocked. 

“T can’t picture us quarreling over a man, 
can you, Jane?” 

“Oh, Fran!” 

They embraced each other tenderly. . . 

It was only appropriate that two such 
genuinely devoted creatures, having breathed 
the same air, worn the same clothes, and ad- 
mired the same things all their lives, should 
choose to fall seriously in love at almost the 
identical moment. Jane, summoned urgently 





‘People said that they went about together so 
much for the sake of an effective contrast.” 


by* telephone, met a thrilled Fran at Gunter’s 
for a stern midday meal of coffee ice-cream 
sodas. Fran’s dark glitter was stormier than 
éver. It was that Willie Crane, she ex- 
plained. 

‘Oh, Jane! I simply don’t know how I could 
ever have looked at a dark man. The minute 
he asks me I shall say ‘yes.’ He was so—” 


l 


Jane, very pale, stared intensely into the 
depths of her tall frosted glass. 
“Fran!” 
Jane!’ 
“Do you know, all that you tell me you feel 
about Willie Crane J feel about George Tem- 
pest.” 
In emotional tones Fran ordered two more 
coffee ice-cream sodas. 
** Jane darling, this is too, too wonderful!” 
“When I hear his voice on the telephone some- 
thing inside me seems to give a sort of jump—”’ 
“It’s almost unbelievable, but I don’t get the 
faintest kick out of kissing anybody but Willie 
any more—” 
“Have you ever noticed George’s legs? Oh, 
Fran!” 
“And Willie’s teeth? Oh, Jane! I think we'd 
better have two more ice-cream sodas.”’ 
Within a week the same square Cartier ring, 
an emerald for Fran, a sapphire for Jane, was 
adorning their respective left hands. 
At the identical hour, embowered in 
tulle and Madonna lilies, pale blonde 
wheat and stormy black silver gave 
self-possessed assents to becoming 
Mrs. George Tempest and Mrs. 
William Crane. Their young bride- 
grooms were not so calm. Perhaps 
they felt that their only excuse for 
having been brought into the cere- 
mony at all was that they were the 
means of cementing yet another bond 
between Jane and Fran. 

Later on, as they changed into 
their traveling clothes, the two brides 
had a tearful farewell. 

“It won’t be for long, Jane dar- 
ling.” 

“T’ll_ write every day, Fran 
dearest.” 

“*Now that we’re married we must 
stick together more than ever.” 

“Tf you start having a baby Ill 
have one, too,” promised Jane 
simply. 

“‘My splendid Jane!’ 

They embraced each other ten- 
derly. 

“We must pull ourselves to- 
gether,” said Fran faintly, searching 
for a powder-puff. “We’re getting 
quite unhinged. Oh, dear! It must 
have been all that champagne.” 

““Now don’t forget, Fran! What- 
ever happens we stick together!”’ 

‘Whatever happens, Jane!”’ 

The honeymoon over, young Mrs. George 
Tempest and young Mrs. William Crane 
returned happily to their new houses, where 
everything was so bridally spick and span that 
one felt it a crime to leave a finger-mark on the 
glossy lid of the grand piano or to drop cigar 
ash on the gleaming parquet floors. They 
pottered round quite (Continued on page 114) 
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Winter 
Sports Clothes 
for Chpasteiter 

Wear 








Rodier fabric, woven in shades of pinky beige 
and beige in modern geometric designs, is used 
for this Chanel sports costume, a particularly 
useful type of costume for winter sports club 
wear. The blouse is a sweater of Rodier jersey 
in a beige shade. From Helen Morrison. 


Heavy knitted fabric that has a tweed-like sur- 
face, in two shades of green. The fur is pale 
beige and cream color; the blouse, green satin. 
This costume is one that Chanel herself ap- 
peared in for sports recently. It is exactly the 
costume for spectator wear. From Joseph. 
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For afternoon wear at a winter sports club- 
house, a simple Chanel frock of green-yellow 
wool crépe with narrow bands of gold metal 
and a gold metal belt buckle. Over this is 
worn a straight coat of susliki fur, lined 
with the yellow fabric. From Helen Morrison. 





This Jane Regny sports frock is extremely 
useful for indoor wear at an American winter 
sports club. It has a knitted blouse in three 
shades of green and a dark green crépe skirt. 
The long well-fitting tunic blouse is trimmed 
with crépe and matching buttons. From Joseph. 
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The short skirt is now as smart as 
breeches for skiing and just as practical. 
This costume consists of a jersey skirt, 
sweater, and sleeveless cardigan in gray 
blue, vivid blue, and white. From Best. 


For skating, the smartest costume re- 
sembles the type for spectator sports 
wear. This costume is of tweed, in 
brown and beige, and is worn over a light 
beige sweater. From Saks-Fifth Avenue. 


Long gray-blue Norwegian ski breeches, 
a dark blue sleeveless jersey “jumper,” 
and a heavy white knitted sweater with 
an unusual roll collar make another 
excellent ski costume. From Best. 








A of Ie () UU; iter 


7 7 
Spor ‘ls (C oslitmes 





Cc /or fi eon 

























for DECEMBER 1927 


tain ‘ 
(De 
/ P 
CZ re Res ( Se 
Tor E (ce 
Q 





(f 
Cm “Wap 
ao “oy 


\ 
AN 
SS 


— ~ 























A back view of the costume shown below, 
opposite. Dark blue “béret basque,” 
matching suéde belt, blue and white 
socks, and white wool pull-on gloves 
are effective accessories. From Best. 


Gabardine, in a vivid dark blue, is used 
for this Norwegian ski costume, worn 
with a vermilion béret. The belt, patch- 
pockets, and classic breeches are good 
points. From Abercrombie and Fitch. 


Neutral colors are best for winter sports, 
with an occasional vivid color touch. 
The breeches shown here are beige, the 
suéde jumper and knitted sweater in 
darker brown and beige. From Best. 
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The slopes of Chantarella 
are for experts only. (Below) 
The gentleman with the broom 
is not sweeping but curling. 
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ST. MORITZ IN BLUE AND CRYSTAL 


A Winter 


ol: _. a irislimas 


Palace Hotel, St. Moritz. 
WINTER week at St. Moritz is amusingly 
different from anything you have ever 
done before. The difference begins with the 
very packing of your trunk, filled with evening 
clothes, a heavy dark blue suit, a sports frock 
and enough wool in the form of sweaters, 
stockings, socks, gloves and scarfs, to represent 
a good-sized flock of sheep, to say nothing of a 
few Angora goats. There is a thrill even in 
getting on the Engadine Express at the Gare 
del’Est. Lots of English people, who have been 
traveling for hours, are walking briskly up and 
down the platform. The women are very 
tweedy, and the men are already in knicker- 
bockers or plus fours. You are in sports clothes 
yourself, with a fur-lined coat; and tucked into 
the corner of your dressing-case is a pair of wool 
stockings. If you are very wise and provident, 
you will have snowboots handy as well, for at 
Croire, where we change in the morning to the 
electric railway, old habitués begin that special 
dressing of the feet which is a feature of the life 
at all winter-sport places. 

They call Croire, ““Chur,’’ by the way, but it’s 
all right, you change here anyway. The little 
trainisready. We get into a smoking compart- 
ment, all wooden armchairs and tiny round 
tables. We wonder what the tables are for, until 
we remember that Switzerland is always full 
of traveling Germans, and where Germans are 
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gathered together, there is or shortly will be 
beer in great quantities in the midst of them. 

The baggage that comes across the platform 
is amusing, too. Bundles of skis, luges, even a 
huge bob, painted scarlet and upholstered with 
dark blue cushions, its name “Beelzebub” 
painted on the front. After everything is stowed 
away, we start trustfully off on our climb up the 
valley to St. Moritz, some 6,000 feet up in the 
crystal air. There is only a powdering of snow 
at Croire, but as we mount long slopes, slipping 
round curves, skimming the brink of precipices, 
it grows deeper and deeper, until at Pontresina 
it attains that authentic forty inches which is 
the dream of all good skiers. It is a strange 


white landscape; every tree is powdered to the 
semblance of a Russian glass Christmas present; 
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every bush along the rushing, glass-green 
streams is fringed with hoarfrost, half an inch 
of silver filigree on each least twig. It is like 
traveling into the middle of a gigantic January 
white sale; with here and there a Christmas-tree 
market, the trees already decorated. 

Then the sun comes out, and the white slopes 
change to frosted gold, and the shadows to an 
indescribable icy blue, at the same time deeper 
and more ethereal than the pale hyacinth sky. 
The snow has the genuine dancing sparkle that 
I have not seen since I was a child in Canada, 
like myriads of diamond fairies popping in and 
out, “Here I am! Here I am!” Here and 
there are great organ-pipes of lime-drop icicles, 
to mark the waterfalls of summer. The snow 
fields stretch to the edge of the forests of crystal 
trees, while above them rise the smooth white 
tops of mountains, like wave-crests ready to 
topple over and engulf us all. But the little 
train winds bravely on. The Swiss may be 
short on warships but they are certainly long on 
engineers. We peer down into rifts filled with 
evergreens. The undisturbed snow on their 
branckes looks like sprawling animals—all 
varieties cf cross-word puzzle beasts, anacondas, 
‘boas, emus, two and three-toed sloths. A 
Titan painter has been about squeezing his 
giant tubes of zinc white over all the fence rails. 
Every post wears a fantastic dazzling cap, out 
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of a huge Christmas cracker. 

The snow begins to be 
streaked with tracks of animals; 
they may be dogs or dinosauri 
for all I know. A bit later, 
when we have emerged blinking 


from a black tunnel, I get 
another thrill—the first ski- 
tracks, long parallel — lines 


running down the slopes, and 
beautifully precise _ herring- 
bones running up them. A 
hunter goes by, looking rather 
like a winter Fra Diavolo, his 
gun over his shoulder, a couple 
of rabbits, frozen stiff, dangling 
from his hand. Is it possible 
that we are going to a place 
where people wear evening 
clothes, and dance, and drink 
cocktails before dinner? I feel 
much more as if we were bound 
for the palace of the Snow 


Queen than the Palace of Mr. Hans Badrutt. 

Driving up the snowy hill to the big hotel, in 
an omnibus on runners, or in a swift cutter, 
bundled in fur rugs, we have had our first sight 
of skiers, lugers, and walkers; correct dark-blue 
neat-jacketed 
sports suits, as well as atrocities of both sexes in 
All do not ski that knicker, 


Norwegian _trouser-costumes; 
knickerbockers. 
unfortunately; and both 
the bow-legged and the 
knock-kneed seem to be 
without the least sense of 
the shame of their double 
exposure. Anything is 
forgiven to the real sports- 
woman; but one needs | 
two perfectly good ex- 
cuses for strolling up the 
village street in trousers. L 
Every one must have 
heavy, non-skid shoes, 
however. In five minutes 
I have decided in favor of 
real ski-boots, of heavy 
oiled leather, square toes 
and all, with heavy 

woolen 
heavier woolen socks over 
them, rolled down over 
the shoe tops. I won’t 
be happy till I get them 
and can clump with the 


stockings and V 
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Foot dressing is of 
vast importance, 


for ski-costume is 

| worn from morn- 
ing until night. 
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best. These big clumsy, short-topped boots, 


‘have them. 


luncheon. 


Women with 


A scene in the bar that typifies 


All do not ski that knicker, un- 


fortunately, but everything is for- 
given the genuine sportswoman. 





On the “‘nursery slopes’ 


with their thick soles and flat low heels, give 
the whole chic to the winter sport silhouette. 
They are inevitably right, and I feel I must 


We arrive just as every one is assembling for 
What a happy looking crowd! 
crimson cheeks, 
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flashing eyes and teeth; often 
hatless, often completely cov- 
ered with snowas if they had been 
rolled in powdered sugar. Both 
men and women dressed alike 
in long trousers, tucked into the 
redoubtable boots, with any 
fantasy they like in scarfs and 
gloves and stockings. These are 
the distinguished band who 
take their sports seriously. The 
mere walkers and onlookers are 
in trim sports suits, the simpler 
the better. There is nothing 
smarter than a perfectly plain 
dark blue jacket and a skirt 
with a plait or two for comfort, 
coming just below the knee. 
The chicest headgear, if you 
wear any at all, is a Basque 
béret in the same dark blue. 

The entrance court of the 
Palace is full of sleighs and bobs 


and stacks of skis, and people dodging in and 
out among the horses, and boys with brooms 
brushing off the snow. 
almost every one is laughing. 


Every one is talking, 
You never saw 


such a jolly crowd in your life. And the variety 


scarlet lips, San 





St. Moritz in all its vivid costume contrast. 








> a be- 


ginner is tottering on the brink of 
an almost invisible slope that 


looks to her like Niagara Falls. 


of languages! English as she is spoke in London, 
in New York, in New Orleans, in St. Louis, in 
Francisco; 


French, Italian, Spanich, 
Russian, Swedish, Hun- 
garian. 


We enter the dining- 
room, and are assigned to 
our little table, over- 
looking the immense 
panorama of the snowy 
crests opposite the great 
windows. At first, you 
might think you were ina 
boy’s school. All the 
girls are dressed like 
young men, even to the 
manly shirts tucked into 
their long trousers, with 
striped school-color ties 
and turn-down collars. 
They are almost all hat- 
less, and their cropped 
heads gleam brightly. 
The air is so dry and still 
up here that hair stays in 
beautiful order. Finger- 
(Concluded on page 112) 


The skaters are rewarded after 
their evolutions by a mistress of 
ceremonics who skates out with a 
floral offering in shiny white paper. 
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INTRODUCING A NEW AUTHOR— 


“The Maharajah played a love song for Ruby in the Tuileries Gardens.’ 
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THE GIRL EVERYBODY KNEW 
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TANDING in front of the Thalia Theater, 
Belter, the Magician, admired his posters. 
One of them, “Sawing a Woman in Half,” was 
particularly good, he thought ... of late, 
his touch had not been so firm. His work had 
suffered. In Tacoma he had dropped a bowl of 
goldfish, and the following night a rabbit ran 
out on him. In the realm of legerdemain, Belter 
the Great would have stood with Houdini and 
Thurston, had it not been for a nasal infirmity. 
He blew his nose violently. 

“That catarrh again,” he sniffled to the lady 
under the saw. “that catarrh again.” 

He hurried to a corner drug-store, purchased 
a bottle of Jamaica ginger, and returned to 
admire the posters. Fascinated by “Sawing a 
Woman in Half,” Ruby Burke did not 
notice Belter the Great until he 
sneezed on her shoulder. 

“My catarrh,” he apologized. . . . 
“Does the mysterious interest you? 
Does the Black Art intrigue?” 

“T think I could learn,” said Ruby, 
with a premonition that work was 
ahead. 

“T need an assistant,” said Belter. 
“Would vou like to come backstage?” ' 
“I’m very adaptable,” said Ruby, 
as they walked through the darkened 

house. 

Backstage, 


Belter assumed 


proportions of an employer. Fortify- ; 
ing himself with a dash of ginger, he e 
brought out all his props. Passing f 


lightly over the rudiments of goldfish 
culture; he demonstrated a prelimin- 
ary trick. ; 

“This is my bunny,” he 


said. 





the ; 
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The rabbit was there; the rabbit was gone. 
It is to the credit of Ruby that she saw 
through the first trick, but discretion sealed her 
lips. Belter went through the ordinary con- 
jurer’s routine, beginning with the goldfish 
trick. Then his deception became more in- 
volved. Finally, with a few terse instructions 
to Ruby, he went into the far reaches of 
legerdemain. .. . 

“Now we'll have a dress rehearsal,” he said. 

Diving into a trunk, Belter assembled a cos- 
tume and handed it to Ruby. 

Ruby hurried into a dressing-room. Five 
minutes later she emerged, dressed in the blue 
denims of a Dutch peasant boy, with sabots and 
red stockings. On her head she wore a Tyrolean 
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“The climax of the evening—‘ Sawing a woman in half.’” 





mountaineer’s hat with cockfeathers; in her 
hand she held a stately shepherd’s staff. 

A moment later, Belter appeared, clad in con- 
ventional evening dress. 

For two hours they rehearsed. Slowly, 
meticulously, he initiated Ruby into the mazes 
of legerdemain. 

“You'll do,” he said, lighting a cigaret. 
““You’re a good pupil.”’ 

After inspecting his props, Belter put on a 
green fedora and a tan polo coat. Just before 
he left, he tossed a leaf of lettuce to the rabbit 
and flicked his ashes into the goldfish bowl. 

“Eight-o’clock curtain,” he called to Ruby. 
“Be here at seven-thirty. [ll have a contract 
drawn up.” 

Sammy, usher and call boy, and 
Mr. Condon, the manager, were ar- 
ranging the scenery when Ruby ar- 
rived at the Thalia. She put on her 
costume and came out just as the 
Bay of Naples went up in the rafters. 
Sammy had an intimate knowledge of 
history and the drama. 

“That hat’s wrong,” he said. 


“What’s the matter with it?” 
asked Mr. Condon. 
“Dutch,” Sammy grunted, dis- 


appearing in the wings. 

“The boy’s a stickler for details,” 
said Mr. Condon, turning to Ruby; 
“he’s smart, though; wants to be an 
actor.” 

Sammy reappeared with a High- 
lander’s cap. “That’s the best I 
can do—it’ll save you from yodeling, 
anyway.” 

Mr. Condon (Continued on page 154) 








Rose Descat has always had 
great success with her ver- 
sions of the cloche. This 
she makes of gray velvet, 
treated to have a mottled 
nap. From Marimay. 





Bérets have been revived in modified form 
by Reboux for more formal wear. This is 
of dark blue felt, with a large silver buckle, 
and wool stitching applied fat. From Knox. 











This small, 
toque, developed by Thibaut 
in carnelian red felt, is made 
on the head and adjusted at 
the most becoming angle to 
the features. From Knox. 


close-fitting 


Madame Agnés, whose flair 
for new ideas amounts to 
genius, has designed this 
felt hat with hackle pads 
used to form a “fringe” 
on the forehead. Marimay. 
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Curiously marked felt is 
smart with tailored cos- 
tumes that are simple in 
design and fabric. This hat 
is typical of the Reboux 
manner. From Marimay. 
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Alphonsine has a certain 
charm of deftly twisting felt 
that is always easily identi- 
fied with this house. Two 
shades of beige, one applied 
to the other. From Rollee. 








Red felt, from Le Monnier, 
a cloche, turned up in front 
and trimmed with two felt 
tassels. This is the sophisti- 
cated simplicity now so 
smart. From Rollee. 





Agnés uses adroitly folded 
felt in black and vivid blue 
lo make this one of her little 
becoming head-dress hats 
draped to suit one’s fea- 
tures. From Marimay. 
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(Left) Rose Descat also Fee AOE BIN i ACRE BOE NIT I Be —. 
favors the small well-fitting 
, cloche, turned up in front. Hackle pads, in royal blue, are used on this 
She has made this one of royal blue felt hat from Le Monnier. This 
gray felt with leaf-like ap pli- manner of handling feathers becomes the 








qué of velvet. From Rollee. short-haired neck-line. From Reollee. 
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“He was 
good looking, Marcella 
thought 
way, of course, and he 
had lovely manners.” 


terribly 


in a foreign 
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ARCELLA, in a green flowered dress 

and a large green straw hat, walked 
beside her mother toward the baths. The sun 
filtered deliciously through the thick, inter- 
lacing boughs of the plane trees, and the patches 
of sky they revealed were cloudless and in- 
tensely blue. Mrs. Bodmin, although only a 
small portion of her face could be seen, looked 
extremely hot. She was taking the cure, and it 
annoyed her a little that she wasn’t quite 
rheumatic enough to be carried to and from the 


¢ : 
lo r’ as the E uropeans Ps 


ILLUSTRATED BY Sacu pE Paris 


baths in one of those amusing sedan chairs, 
where one sat inside a tiny tent of striped 
awning, borne along on poles by two strong men. 
She was well enough to walk, so walk she did, 
dressed in a thick woolen overall with a woolen 
hood, and on top of that her thick motor coat 
with a fur collar. She looked like an Esquimau 
about to take part in winter sports. Fortu- 


nately she was not the only one thus arrayed. 
Half the population of Aix-les-Bains streamed 
to and from the baths daily in similar attire. 


Marcella said good-by to her mother on the 
steps of the baths and said she would meet her 
again at the customary time and place. She 
then went up the wide staircase and purchased a 
ticket for five francs which admitted her to the 
bains piscine, where one swam about in warm 
and slightly sulphurous water because there 
‘was nothing else to do. 

Marcella was not in need of a bodily cure of 
any sort. She was in perfect health, but 
extremely bored. She said “good-morning” 
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to the bath attendant—it never seemed to her 
worth while to say it in French—and was 
shown into a small cubicle, where she un- 
dressed. She put on a black, one-piece bathing- 
suit and a tight rubber cap that fastened under 
her chin, and directed herself toward the pool. 
In it were two very stout ladies in frilled caps, 
floating on their backs, a little black-haired 
French child learning, with piercing screams, 
how to swim, and a pleasant-looking, middle- 
aged Englishwoman who had several times 
spoken to her. Marcella, rounded, firm, shapely, 
stepped down into the warm green water and 
in five vigorous strokes had reached the other 
end of the pool. Nowhere was it over her head, 
but it made her skin feel nice and it was better 
than doing nothing. 

In the afternoons she and her mother usually 
took char-a-banc trips, and after dinner they 
sat on the broad terrace of their hotel under a 
star-powdered sky talking about rheumatism, 
rheumatoid arthritis and any diseases that dis- 
cussion of these might happen to suggest. At 
least Mrs. Bodmin and some of the other ladies 
talked, while Marcella dreamed, vawned and 
fidgeted. 

Besides herself, the only voung person in the 
hotel was an American boy of about nineteen 
who looked at her a good deal, and toward 
whom she felt a violent antipathy. In her 
present mood she was equally annoyed at being 
noticed and at not being noticed. She was 
suffering from the most acute disillusionment 
of her whole life. Here she was in Europe, 
where she had always longed to be, and she 
found it exactly as dull and as uneventful as 
being at home in New Jersey. The boat on 
which they had crossed was full of uninteresting 
adults who played bridge, and the only possible 
young man on board had got engaged to a 
blonde from Chicago before they reached 
Cherbourg. Paris had been almost as bad, 
as their only acquaintances there were two 
elderly spinsters from Grand Rapids, Michigan. 
Aix was the worst of all, because there were no 
shops worth mentioning, and the things it 
might have been fun to do were no fun without 
some one to do them with. She had begun to 
loathe the very sight of the mountains, and the 
jewel-like, peacock-blue lake. 


HE swam round the pool like a young 

captive seal and watched the fat women 
floating like enormous corks. Then the middle- 
aged lady approached and spoke to her—in 
what Marcella called an English accent—and 
she was rather bored by this, for in her opinion 
people over forty were better dead. 

“You're not taking the cure, surely?” the 
lady asked, admiring Marcella’s look of 
exquisite health and youth. 

That young woman replied languidly: 

“Me? Goodness, no. But my mother is. 
She spends nearly the whole morning at it, so I 
just come here and swim around. It isn’t 
much fun, as you can’t dive or any- 
thing.” 

“Why don’t you go down to the lake 
and swim?” 

“Mother won’t let me go alone, and 
there’s nobody to go with.” 

“Don’t you know any one here?” 

“Not a single soul. Not that I care. 

They all look as dull as dull can be. I 
thought foreign places were some fun. 
I’ve always heard about gay French 
resorts. Well, if this is what they call 
gay, I guess I’m ready to go back to 
New Jersey.” 

“People come here for their health 
mostly,”’ the older woman explained. 
“Tt isn’t really a pleasure resort. You 
ought to have gone to Dinard or Deau- 
ville for gaiety.”’ 

“Mother won’t go to the sea. It 








doesn’t agree with her. It’s the first time I’ve 
ever been to Europe, and I just hate it.” 

“You poor child. But don’t you take the 
char-a-banc trips? The country is so beautiful. 
I should think you’d enjoy that.” 

“Well, but a girl doesn’t want to go around 
with her mother al/ of the time.”’ 

“Nor... I suppose not. I haven't 
daughters myself.” 

“Have you got sons?”’ Marcella asked hope- 
fully. This chance acquaintance might lead to 
something yet. 

“My only son was killed in the war.” 

“Oh!” Death was a remote horror to 
Marcella, and she wished people wouldn’t 
speak of it. 

“Tt’s a pity you should be bored here,” her 
friend continued, “ because really there’s plenty 
Where are you staying?” 

Marcella told her the name of their modest 
hotel. 

“Where are you staying?” 

“At the Grande Savoie.”’ 

Of course! The best and most expensive 
hotel in Aix. No doubt there were crowds of 
gay young people there who danced every 
night. 

“ After this,” she said dejectedly, “I’ve got 
to go and meet mother outside where people 
take the waters, and we'll sit and listen to that 
old band, and then we’ll go back to the hotel 
and mother’ll lie down till lunch time. After 
lunch we’ll walk around and look at the shops, 
or else go for some old char-a-banc trip some- 
where.” 

“Tt doesn’t sound very gay,” admitted the 
older woman. “I wish I could introduce you 
to some nice young people, but I don’t know 
any. Will you be here to-morrow?” 

“Oh, yes, I guess so,” was the despondent 
answer. 


any 


to do. 


she returned. 


HE other said good-by and clapped her 

hands for the bath attendant. A little later 
Marcella clapped hers, and after standing for a 
few seconds under the cold shower was stripped, 
covered with warm towels, and led away to her 
cubicle. She dressed quickly and went out 
into the sunshine. 

The band was already playing, and a gaily 
dressed crowd was assembling about the small 
pavilion. The scent of flowers from the little 
flower-market was intoxicating, and Marcella 
sat near it in the shade, waiting for her mother. 
The crowd amused her in spite of herself, and 
she tried to pick out the different nationalities. 
A small, rather stout, but very pleasant-looking 
man of about forty, with a limp, sat in the 
chair next to the one she was keeping for her 
mother. She had seen him before, several times, 
and he always looked at her with friendly 
interest. It would be some unattractive, 


middle-aged gink. of course, Marcella reflected 





“‘ Marcella looked at the 
boy from Trenton with 
bright, eager eyes.” 
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bitterly, who’d try to get to know her. She 
looked supremely unconscious of him and 
showed him only her piquant profile. He had a 
round, ruddy face, warm brown eyes and a 
small brown moustache. Instinct told her that 
given the slightest encouragement, he would 
have found a way of making her acquaintance. 
Just like his nerve! Just let him try once, that 
was all. 

Then she forgot him. A fine automobile had 
just glided up to the small, tree-shaded square 
and a young woman descended from it. Imme- 
diately Marcella’s whole attention was riveted 
on her. She had a little griffon under her arm, 
and was wearing a sleeveless chiffon dress in 
orange and yellow, and an immense yellow 
straw hat. Her skirts came barely to her knees 
and were full and fluttering. On her bare 
brown arms—her skin was the color of an 
Indian’s—there must have been forty bracelets. 
Her tiny shoes had the highest heels Marcella 
had ever scen. Her black hair was brought 
forward on each painted check in an audacious 
point, and her black eyes were so made up as to 
look enormous, while her scarlet bow of a 
mouth was very small. She advanced to the 
pavilion, drank a glass of water, looked scorn- 
fully about her, and was immediately joined by 
half-a-dozen sleek young men who seemed to 
spring from nowhere. They followed her to her 
car, laughing and talking, and she got in, waved 
her hand, and was driven away again. It was 
the most spectacular and triumphant thing 
Marcella had ever witnessed. Who could she 
be? A great actress? A great movie star? 
Or just a rich, beautiful woman? How she 
had made every one stare at her! 

“Well,” reflected Marcella, “but pretty 
near any one, if they dressed like that and were 
the least bit good-looking, could make people 
stare at them.” Then she thought, “Yes, 
but it’s the way she did it—the sort of haughty 
way she looked at people, and the way she 
walked—it was lovely!” 

She was still thinking about her when her 
mother arrived, and she went to get her a glass 
of water. As she returned, carrying it carefully, 
she met the almost smiling and certainly in- 
terested eyes of the small, stoutish man. 

“As if he thinks I’d look at a little fat man 
like him!” she said to herself. ‘Why, he must 
be about thirty-five if he’s a day.” 





RS. BODMIN took the water and sipped 
it slowly. 

“Oh, I’m so hot,” she complained. ‘The 
baths seemed hotter than ever this morning, 
or maybe they left me in longer. I gave that 
woman that looks after me ten francs, and for 
quite a while she was real agreeable and didn’t 
keep me waiting, but now she’s begun to get sort 
of mean again. I guess she just wants another 
ten francs, and she’s not going to get it till my 
cure’s finished. I'd tell her so if I could. I do 
think it’s awful the way everything’s tips, 

tips, tips here all the time. The 
waiters look at you as if they’d like to 
murder you if you don’t tip them every 
few days. I’m going to tell the manager 
of the hotel that I’ll tip them when I go 
and not before. Just because you’re a 
woman they think they can scare you 
into handing out money all the 
time.” 
Marcella made a little sound indica- 
tive of assent, and her mother went on: 
“T just. discovered this morning that 
* there’s an awfully queer bone in my 
right foot. It looks to me like it was 
out of place. Anyhow I never noticed 
it before. Every time I move my foot it 
sort of jumps about. It would be awful 
if I was to get lame in the foot, too, as 
well as in the knee. I showed my knee 
to Dr. Le Blanc (Continued on page 166) 
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Glimpsed under the plane trees is an opalescent Gothic shadow—N otre Dame. 


MY SWEETHEART, FRANCE 


Villon knew this corner. 


CoLor 


LOVE France because she is an old country 
I made beautiful and uniquely habitable by 
time and art, and Jived in by men and women 
deeply and broadly human, maturely civilized, 
rich at once in romance and common sense, 
serious yet always gay, instinctively learned in 
all the arts of life, incomparable in style and 


manners. 

I confess I have no opinion of those who do 
not feel as I about her, and I say this with the 
more confidence, for the good reason that all 
the world that counts is, and has been for gen- 
erations, pretty much in love with her as I am. 
Even that valiant English King who fought her 
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EXCLUSIVELY 
By Max 


ETCHINGS 


PoLLAK 


as only a fellow Norman could fight was 
constrained to call her his “sweet enemy, 
France,” and to declare, doubtless with 
blended irony and affection, “I love France so 
well that I will not part with a village of it.” 
Not to love France is not to know her or to be 
temperamentally narrow and sour-blooded, or 
ignorantly provincial and puritan after the 
Anglo-Saxon fashion. A short time ago I was 
traveling in Wales. In my compartment 
were two Englishmen of highly contrasted 
types. They were strangers to each other, 
but one of them, un-English-like, seemed 
wishful to talk. “Have you been on the 
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Cobblers do a rushing trade. 


BAZAR 


Continent?” said he pleasantly to his vis-d-vis. 

“Yes!” answered the other gruffly. “Didn't 
like it!” 

“But France?” pursued the other courage- 
ously. “Surely you liked France! Paris!” 

“Didn’t like it,” grunted the other, and 
presently added: “They talk French there 
and all that kind of thing.” 

“But,” said the other in smiling amazement, 
“after all, that is only natural. It’s their 
language.” 

“Well, of course,” grudgingly allowed the 
other, after pondering that abstruse point for 
some moments, “if (Continued on page 148) 
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New smoking accessories are almost as precious 
On the right, a gold lighter, and 
above, a cigaret case in gold and black enamel. 


PARIS SETS 


as jewelry. 


and green enamel. 


HER 





OSTERTAG 


On the left,a case of onyx and brilliants, above, 
another in aventurine, at the top, a third in red 
Holders in lapis and amber. 


SEAL 


Che ibis pone a of ee ie fashions aii the past 


SIX moe as wnportant as the coming six sissies 


2 rue de la Paix, Paris. 

T LAST the time has come to answer the 

question “What is the winter mode of 
1927-28?” Perhaps it seems a bit late to talk of 
winter fashions, but not when you realize that 
modern clothes are the result of slow and steady 
evolution, instead of the mere caprices that 
they used to be. Dame Fashion has turned 
into a very conservative old lady, and should 
really be represented with two faces, like 
the statues of Janus, one looking back to the 
past and another ahead to the future. For 
what we wear is coming to have a closer and 
closer relation to what we do; and so, though 
manufacturers and purveyors of feminine 
attire are already planning for spring, it is very 
necessary for them to know exactly where the 
mode stands at this moment in relation to our 
lives. At the time of writing, we are only just 
able to say definitely what the winter mode 
really is. The well-dressed Parisian, who has 
the last word, has made her choice and is wear- 
ing her selection now. What she chooses from 
his collection influences the Parisian designer 
immensely, and will find itself reflected in his 
subsequent creations. 

In America, many a wise client waits until the 
first excitement of the importations has died 
down, both in order to have the benefit of this 
Parisian authority, and also to avoid those 
models which become “Fords,” and annoy 
her by turning up in cheap reproductions 
in whatever direction she turns her eyes. 





BY MARJORIE HOWARD 


In the October issue, containing a summary 
of everything that Paris proposed for our 
acceptance, I said that the winter offerings 
were more feminine, more formal, fuller, more 
flared, and more fitted. The first statement 
we can now authoritatively confirm. Mannish 
clothes have entirely left our present horizon, 
except in the case of certain sports clothes of 
well-defined use. Our street Coats bear no 
resemblance to men’s overcoats; even our 
street tailleurs are less “strict,” while their 


blouses are frequently made of such ultra- 
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Persian pajama slippers in four colored 
leathers are ingeniously padded under the 
arch to hug the foot as closely as a glove. 









feminine stuffs as satin or metal brocade. 
One of Chanel’s intrepid innovations this fall 
was the white satin blouse with the tweed 
cardigan suit. You cannot imagine anything 
much more feminine than that. As to formality 
I should be a bit less definitely affirmative. 
The trouble is, as I said it would be, that the 
Parisian élégante is still firmly convinced that 
formal clothes make her look older. Now, most 
of the sartorially significant personalities of 
Parisian society are well out of their twenties 
(many, indeed, will never see thirty, to say 
nothing of forty, again); so the only clothes 
that have the least chance with them are those 
which aid in creating and preserving the illusion 
of youth. 

Nevertheless, as I look over a_ typical 
assembly of women, I see that formality is 
gaining. At the Ritz, at lunckeon, for example, 
it is rare to see any one in actual “playing” 
clothes. Two years ago, there was a sort of 
distinction in wearing a real, country-club 
sweater-costume to luncheon in town. This 
winter, it is done only if one is actually on one’s 
way to the golf links, or to one of the smaller 
race-reets held in the environs of Paris, to 
which real sports clothes may be worn. Mate- 
rials, in general, are somewhat richer, though 
cloth is still more heavily represented than 
velvet for the street. The reestablishment of 
black as the leader is undeniable, and black is 
always more formal than color. And the 
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season’s smartest millinery shows beyond a 
doubt that formality has broken in upon sports 
dress in this field. I shall have more to say 
about hats further on. 

It is in evening dress that the more formal, 
elegant fashions have made their greatest gain, 
and this is asit should be. This time last year, I 
wrote an article urging greater individuality in 
evening clothes. I am not conceited enough to 


think that an article of mine could have any- 
thing to do with it, but as far back as August, 
in Deauville, one could see that greater formal- 
ity, as well as greater individuality, was estab- 
lishing 


itself in the electric-lighted mode. 














Important Parisian occasions this fall, such 
as the opening of the new Blue Room, the 
latest ultra-marine disguise of our old friend 
the Jardin de Ma Sceur, or the gala of the 
Union des Artistes at Florida, prove, not only 
that satin and chiffon-velvet have taken first 
place away from chiffon, and that the really 
handsome gown, often delicately embroidered 
in jewels or sequins, is chosen this winter by 
women who were perfectly happy in unadorned 
chiffon last year, but that the variety of evening 
types worn by women of social importance is 
greater. When, in the same room, we see 
Callot’s embroidered satin sheath, reminiscent 





HARPER’S BAZAR 


WORTH 


| Hallie Stiles, the lovely American soprano of the Opera Comique, 
is dressed by Worth in black velvet and gray fox, with a frock of 
matching velvet, open up one side over tucked white satin. 
hat from Agnés is of black and white felt in bold modern design. 


Her 


‘ ’ 


of a Javanese “sari,’”’ drawn by Luza on page 
eighty-four, Patou’s tortoise-shell tulle, or 
his draped white satin shown in the last number, 
Lelong’s blue velvet with the diamond wings 
in the same issue, Chanel’s beaded frocks with 
or without their chiffon “weepers,”’ Lanvin’s 
bouffant black taffeta, Vionnet’s intricate 
diamond zigzags on gray velvet, Chéruit’s gold 
sequin jacket and flaring tulle skirt, as well as a 
multitude of satin gowns with swathed hips and 
uneven hem-lines, and many chiffon velvets 
with elaborate diamond traceries, we are forced 
to realize that evening dress has never been so 
individual, and that we have progressed far 
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One of Lanvin’s 


“best sellers’ 


and trimmed with flat black caracul encrusted with ermine. The 


frock is black moire, 


line, with an odd little half collar and cuffs of the same fur. 


from the time when three-quarters of the smart 
women in the room would have been wearing 
taggy chiffon frocks or “‘little rags” of dyed all- 
over laces. 

For a note about evening colors and materials, 
the same events allowed us to summarize 
them as follows—fifty per cent. in white gowns, 
chiefly satin, but with chiffon velvet, chiffon, 
and georgette represented, the latter two often 
embellished with a fine tracery of jewel em- 
broidery. Thirty per cent. in black, the favorite 
materials being velvet or satin, with some 
chiffon. The rest of the women in shades of 
blue, with some light green and a little pink. 


is a coat cut circular in front, 


buttoned with strass on the same diagonal 
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Now, looking to the future for a moment, it 
seems to me that women’s dress in the daytime, 
and women’s dress in the evening, is developing 
in opposite directions. For daytime wear, it is 
doing what men’s dress has done; that is, it is 
being determined more and more by practicality 
and suitability to active modern life. I, for 
one, do not believe that the arbiters are ever 
going to get us back, in daylight hours, into 
clothes that are difficult to put on, difficult to 
wear, and difficult to move about in. The 
appropriateness to life which has determined 
present daytime dress has: done so much to 
improve the appearance of the feminine half of 
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LANVIN 


the world, that we should be profoundly grate- 
ful for it. The average is so much higher than 
it used to be, that it is increasingly difficult to 
stand out at all. It is all very well for Monsieur 
Jacques Worth to insist that the mistress wants 
clothes that distinguish her from her maid. 
Very likely she does; but no power on earth, that 
I know of, is going to keep the maid, especially 
in America where her opportunities are almost 
unlimited, from aping her mistress as closely 
as possible in everything she does in daytime 
apparel. In the evening it is another story. 
Maids don’t even take evening dress into their 
consideration, as a rule. So let the lady make 








the most of her evening opportunity for dis- 
tinction, for it is about the only one she will get. 
I think she is taking advantage of it, and that 
the greater elegance, as well as the greater 
variety, of evening dress this winter is the result. 

Of course, woman’s dress, seen in historical 
perspective, has always been an expression of 


her life, and always will be. So great an 
authority on manners and customs as Anatole 
France is said to have declared that, could he 
return to earth a hundred years from now, a 
glance at a book of woman’s fashions would 
enable him to recognize the reigning philosophy, 
as well as the material state, of that century. 
Let us hope that the book he will choose for 
the most correct picture will still be Harper’s 
Bazar. 

As to the other “f’s” on our October sum- 
mary, greater fulness is present, even though 
it may be disguised. Such a thing as a tube 
skirt is definitely banished, while the typical 
winter coat, even though it may still be cut on 
straightish lines, at least has greater width to 
enable it to fold over on the smart long diagonal 
One of Lanvin’s best sellers is illustrated 
on page eighty-three. It is cut as you see 
with a decided flare. Its flat black fur on the 
heavy diagonal cheviot, also black, illustrates 
the growing tendency to match fur to fabric. 
Lanvin could not resist the touches of ermine 
because her entire collection is black and white. 
But black on black, brown on brown, beige on 
beige, and gray on gray, are rules that winter 


line. 








coats are following, though the popular beige 
or gray on black has not left the mode by any 
means. It was remarked, however, at the 
early winter races (which were smarter than 
they have been for a long time) that black coats 
with long diagonal revers or clever encrustations 
of broadtail or caracul in matching black were 
even more important than the black coat with 
light lynx or fox which has been the wrap for so 
long. This pleased me particularly, because I 
predicted it last spring. 

As to the last “f’’—more fit—this is notice- 
able not only in the more adjusted body lines 
of some of the coats, but even more apparently 
in the swathed hip-effects which have been so 
decidedly accepted for evening. Looseness, 
bagginess, I almost said sloppiness, is over for 
the present. The bodice may be slightly 
bloused, but the blousing begins higher up and 
the hip is snug. Girdles that lift on one side 
are good, and are the most conspicuous present 
manifestation of the desire on the part of 
certain designers to get our waists up to the 
“proper” place at last. Up on one side, is as 
far as they have been able to push them. But 
when narrow belts are worn, and they complete 
every jumper frock of any description, they are 
placed anywhere from one to four inches higher 
than they used to be. 

That other conspicuous feature of the winter 
evening mode, the uneven hem-line, has also 
been widely accepted by the Parisian. It is 
true that its pristine madness is somewhat 
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A gown for a perfect figure 
looks like a huge black satin 
handkerchief, embroidered in 
yellow, red, green, and blue. 
Callot’s loveliest evening wrap 
is a slender cape of reddish 
gold lamé with a design like a 
Toledo blade, and red fox fur. 


curbed; it no longer reveals the right knee and 
covers the left ankle. That is what always 
happens to exaggeration. The “dip in the 
back” silhouette, a sort of ellipse curved up in 
front, is less often chosen than the side slant, 
or side drapery, though, contrariwise, the 
double flat panel nearly to the ground in the 
back is quite often seen on-women of social 
importance. The evening wraps are some- 
wnat more voluminous; thev are made of colored 
velvet or of rich metal lamés and collared with 
splendid fur collars. They are “tied up” to the 
costume in some way, so as to preserve the 
idea of the ensemble which runs through all 
smart dressing. For example, with a white 
gown and a ruby red velvet wrap, collared in 
sable, the jewels will be rubies, or red flowers 
will be worn on the shoulder. You will see on 
a previous page, a period gown, which the 
next century will label “1928,” in which every 
detail from hairdressing to shoes of the winter 
evening mode of the moment is carefully 
presented. I designed it and Mary Mac- 
kinnon has drawn it. 

Luza has drawn four of the winter’s most 
typical hats. From Reboux, the cloche in 
soleil felt which promises to be the “Gigolo” 
of the winter, and the chenille-dotted toque 
with its little “tea veil’ with one beauty patch 
dot of chenille. From Agnés, a felt cap draped 
asymmetrically with stiff black satin ribbon, 
and her-greatest novelty, in knitted chenille. 

Hats are divided (Concluded on page 124) 
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This cape of heavy black moire ; ; 

should be worn only by a tall th CBaS0IF 
slim woman. It is not every- 

body’s wrap, but a striking ex- 

ample of the new individuality 

expressed in evening fashion. 
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Here is the “Gigolo” 
of this winter, in black 
soleil felt’ with pressed 
dots, trimmed with 
grosgrain, satin-edged. 


Princess Aage of Den- 
mark wears the chenille 
dotted black felt with 
ils amusing tea-veil, 
with one chenille dot. 
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In the circle is a trim 
toque of black felt drap- 
ed with heavy black 
satin ribbon, up over 
one ear and down over 
one in the new way. 
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Newest of all is the 
chenille cap, knitted 
by hand and fitting 
like the hair itself, 
accented over one eye 
with an oval brooch. 









































CALLOT 


Taking off her dripping 
blouse and cap, Callot’s 
rainy-day girl reveals a 
white turtle-neck sweater 
with light blue silk stripes. 























CALLOT 


The cap that completes Callot’s rain 
costume is like a sou’wester in blue. 
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Callot takes rubberized ga- 
bardine in horizon blue for 
a fisherman’s blouse and 
short skirt worn over a 
heavy white wool sweater. 


Waterproofed tweed in 
check and tlain is used for 
this weatherproof costume. 
The color -is  gray-green 
checked in a darker shade. 
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A skating costume in yel- 
low, the new sports color. 
This is a three piece, with 
skirt and close knickers and 
sweater of 


wool jersey. 


A novel sweater for skiing 
has a specially cut shoulde 
like a raglan sleeve, 7% 


blue and white stripes. Th 
trousers are dark navy blu 
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REDFERN 


Over a skiing suit of covert 
cloth and dotted 
sweater a scarlet 
leather jacket warmly in- 
Parti-colored cap. 





trousers 





is worn 








terlined. 
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A new skiing glove in blue and 
white matches a new knitted sock. 





ELSA 
SCHIAPARELLI 
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. 77) seen in this gold and green lamé gown from Poiret, intended 


A striking example of the new individuality in evening dress is 


° to be worn by the hostess in her own house. Its long, slimlines, 


fo v1 ao Vis train and cape sleeves of gold lace, give it a gracious dignity. 
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EW of us appreciate our advantages. The 

provincial woman rarely appreciates hers. 
We of the present exciting epoch of change have 
more health, wealth, luxury, knowledge and 
entertainment than the inhabitants of any 
previous epoch. But we have less time. By 
this I do not mean that the number of hours in 
a day has mysteriously diminished. I mean 
simply that, taking the daily ration of time as 
an income, we live on a narrower margin of 
income over expenditure than any of our an- 
cestors did. We have the same time-income as 
they had, but the demands on our time-income 
are much heavier than theirs. So that we are 
often hard-up, and we find constant difficulty 
in making ends meet. 

Now in this respect the provincial woman has 
a very marked advantage over the London 
woman. Not all provincial women! There are 
women (far more than men) even in the re- 
motest fastnesses of the country, who are 
always in a hurry, always running breathlessly 
after time, always late, always impeding the 
activities of other people, and who sigh with 
sadness at the end of their day, “I’ve done 
nothing!”” (Which statement may be more 
true than they think.) 
provincial women! 

The provinces perhaps envy the | 
London woman; that is because they | 
do not realize what a terrible life she | 
leads. She gets up as soon as she can. | 
The moment she is up she must grapple | 
with the telephone. She has no time to | 
grapple with the telephone, for she must | 
see to her household. She has no time | 
to see to her household, for the shops 
are calling her. Not one shop, or ten 
shops: but a thousand, ten thousand | 
shops marvelously competing with one | 
another for her attention. She is al- | 
ways hearing of some wondrous shop 
in some obscure and probably distant 
street where something may be bought 
cheaper and better than it was ever 
bought in any other shop in the whne 
history of shopping. 


HE passes a large portion of her day 
in moving, as rapidly as traffic 
blocks permit, from one spot on the 
earth’s surface to another. She also 








passes a large portion of her day in —"— 


anxiously meditating whether it will be better 
to buy bargain A, bargain B, or bargain C. She 
cannot decide, and when she has decided she 
has no sooner got the chosen bargain than she 
perceives that it is not the absolutely perfect 
thing that she imagined and wants to change it, 
must change it, does change it. Not always, 


but as a rule, the bargain relates to her cloth- 


ing: a vast enterprise which might well employ 
the energies of ten able-bodied and able-brained 
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women, an enterprise which unaided she could 
not execute properly even if she had adequate 
time, and she has no adequate time, for she is 
appointed to go out to lunch, or to go home and 
give a lunch to other women as driven as 
herself. 

And she is no better off on days when she 
happens to be free for lunch, for on those days 
she somehow hasn’t a moment in which to eat 
till a quarter to three—usually in a department 
store between the lingerie section and the fur 
section—and thus the second part of her day 
is disastrously disarranged. After lunch, if she 
is not dead, she simply must visit a picture 
show, or several picture shows; and she has no 
time to do so, because she has a tea-fixture, or 
two tea-fixtures, or a concert. And she has no 
time for the tea-fixtures or concerts because 
she must run home in order to keep herself 
abreast of the latest books and magazines or to 
see to the flowers. 

And she has no time for such affairs, for must 
she not dress carefully for dinner, either at home 
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By TuHEeoposia GARRISON 


O HARD she worked for happiness, 
keep her dwelling trim and bright, 
She had no time at all to sit and chat wit 
him by day or night. 


71 


the plot, and the last act in speculating whether 
the accursed piece will finish sufficiently early 
for her to haste “‘on”’ once more. 

In the end she does reach her bed, partly 
relieved, partly in a high state of fever, and 
partly breathless with amazement at the 
extraordinary lateness of the hour. Finally, 
her body tucked up and her mind whizzing 
round and round in memory of the excitations 
which she has experienced, and sleep clean out 
of sight, she arises again in a hurry and ad- 
ministers to herself the cure for all ills—aspirin. 

She fades out of consciousness into sleep, 
reflecting dimly upon 743 details which she has 
had no time to attend to: and she must sleep in 
a hurry, because morning is at hand. 


HETHER she lives in or near a large 

provincial city (whose smoke I admit 
may be darker than that of London), or 
whether she lives rurally with the hospitable 
houses of friends dotted about the pleasing 
landscape—nay, even should she hunt three 
days a week and play golf on the other three— 
the provincial woman leads a life calmer and 
less flurried than can be led in London. 


Beads I will not go through the various 


to 
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So busy polishing his rooms, so busy furbish- 


ing his food, 


She had no time to play a game, or jest, or 


meet a gentler mood. 


So vigilant a hostess she, so anxious t 


enhance his stay, 
yawned—and went away. 


or abroad? And dinner continues, if at home, 
till the last guest has the decency to depart. 
And if abroad, until the very last moment has 
arrived for hastening “‘on”’ to some later party 
or some club where dancing occurs to the deaf- 
ening noise of instruments which could be heard 
a mile off if the wind was in the nght direction. 
Or a theater may be in the program. In 
which case she arrives late at the same, spends 
the first act in trying to pick up the thread of 


.e) 


That even happiness was bored, and 


items. A moment’s meditation upon the 
item of shopping alone will suffice to 
make the point. Provincial cities now 
have admirable shops, so ingeniously 
arranged that when you are well inside 
them you might if you tried hard enough 
persuade yourself that you were ‘n 
London. But there are vastly fewer of 
them; they usually lie close together; 
you soon know them by heart; and 
whatever your achievements in the 
great feminine art of scattering money 
(so sharply distinguished from the great 
masculine art of earning money), you 
cannot possibly spend an excessive 
amount of time in them. No lady of 
|| the provinces has ever been known to 
| lunch at a quarter to three because, 
|| amid the intoxication of shopping, 
|| time had ceased for her and eternity 
set in. 

|| As with shopping, so with _ other 
! activities. There are fewer parties in 
| the provinces. At best there may be 
|| one theater and one cinema a week, and 








—————_ an occasional concert. There is seldom 


a picture-gallery. There is no night-club. There 
is a less incessant moving to and fro. There is, 
or there can be, just as much reading, but far 
more time to do it in. There is not the martyr- 
dom of everlasting hurry. There is the inesti- 
mable privilege of going to bed earlier. 

Thus the provincial woman has leisure to 
think, to ponder, to possess herself, to see where 
she stands and where others stand, to contem- 
plate existence as a (Concluded on page 110) 
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Lelong perfumes harmonize with 
the costume. A, B, and C scents 
in three sizes; $6.75, $12, $15. 


(Center) Worth’s “ Dans la Nuit” 
is in an attractive blue bottle 
covered with stars. Price, $23. 


“Le Début,” a Hudnut perfume, 
may be had in green, blue, crystal 
or black botiles. Price $7.50. 





New inital G, -olic LP fume G; ls 


Caron’s “Le Pois de Senteur de 
Chez Moi,’’ a sweet-pea odor; 


$35. Sachet, $7. Powder, $6. 


(Middle) Anne Haviland’s sachet 
in red rose, white violet, helio- 
trope, and a Persian blend; $21. 


Pléville’s “Jardin d’Or’’ comes in 
a gold bottle, the copy of an 
ancient Grecian urn. Price $18. 
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Directions for 
ordering the gifts 
on these pages 
are on page 164. 






















Tsabey’s ‘‘ Bleu de Chine,” “ Jas- 
min,” “Gardenia,”’ or ‘‘ Rayon 
Vert”’; one ounce $5. Two, $o. 


An octagonal black bottle con- 
tains D’Orsay’s ‘‘Le Dandy.” 
One ounce, $8.50. Two, $15. 


Helena Rubinstein’s ‘‘Water 
Lily” powder, $1.50. Lipstick 
in red, green, black cases; $1.25. 
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“La Jacée”’ by Coty is in a low Hi 
square bottle with cut-crystal top; 
$15. The toilet-water is $4.25. i 







“* Sous le Gui’’ (Under the Mistle- ay 
toe) is Jean de Parys new per- ) 
fume. Black and gold bottle; $25. Pa) 







Chanel’s “No. 5” is a delightful ry 
perfume. A convenient atom- “ae 
izer fits into the bottle; $16.50. 




























ne aes (sdicthehis Fishivn 
or ae 


5 ae Gili 


Directions for ordering 
the gifts on these pages 


are on page 104. 
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flower-bowls. 








An odd vase of pottery, designed 


by Primavera, is decorated wit’ 
silver motifs. Price, $35. The 
flowers are of very heavy, stamped 
cloth-of-silver. Price, $22.50. 





Fragile glass tulips are new and 
lovely for table decoration. The 
flowers are orchid, rose, or light 
blue; the stems, leaves, and bases 
are white crystal; $50 a pair. 


Large sprays of morning-glories 
or snow-drops may be had in 
black and white, orange and 
white or mauve and white; 


29.50. The tall vase is $15. 














Chanel, who sponsors modern art, made these black 
They are extremely effective and may 
be used to fill in that dull corner of a room or on 
a dining-table. 


Large, $29.50. Small, $17.50. 


This tall slender vase, also made 
by Primavera, is a very nice 
gift; $35. The modern-looking 
powder-jar, by the same house, is 
unusually smart. Price, $22.50. 
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(Below) These unusual 
buckles are of crackled cabochons 
in blue, green, or lavender, com- 
bined with squares of rhinestones . 
and tiny pearls. $9.00 a pair. 












shoe- 































A flexible strass necklace of leaf- 
like design has a large octagonal 
crystal drop. Price, $27. There 
is a bracelet to match the neck- 
lace. This is priced at $18. 


Photographs by 
Anton Bruehl 








(Extreme right) Two bracelets 
are made of bands of white, 





green and yellow gold. The one 
with the lapis-lazuli elephant is 
$32. The other, with jade orna- 
ments, is $35. The two-strand 
bracelet of baguette cut rhine- 
stones may be had for $17.75. 


Small pearls combined with 
graduating rhinestones joined by 
liny silver chains were used by 
Chanel in this lovely necklace; 
$19.50. Matching bracelet $16.50. 











Lelong designed the bracelet and 
pin shown at the right. They are 
of crystal crackled cabochons, 
black cloisonné and tiny rhine- 
stones. .Bracelet $34; pin $11. 


















Crystal shoe-buckles are new and 
make @ most attractive gift. The 
three types shown are partic- 
ularly interesting. Top; $17.50, 
left; $11, and right; $14 a pair. 
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These gold-tooled Florentine mules may 
be had in red, black, purple, rose, tan, 
green, and blue leather. The price is $14. 




















Linen or taffeta pil Painted _bath-room 
—— bottles make a partic- 
ularly smart gift, and 





lows with a_ chow, 






scotlie, or sealyham 







embroidered in cross- are very useful as well 


as decorative. They 







stitch; in any single 






color, or combination may be had in rose, 
mauve, yellow, green 


or blue. $2 each. 






of colors. In linen, 
$14; in taffeta, $16. j 














(Left) A Chanel scarf 
is black with circles 
of shaded chartreuse; 
$19.75. (Center) Pa- 
tou square of two 
shades of blue with 
red anchors; $11.75. 
Knitted scarf; $21.75 


(In the circle below) 
A Dunhill compact 
resembling a lighter, 
contains lip-stick, 
powder, rouge, and a 
mirror. Silver-plated 
$7.50. Gold-plated 
$10. Nickel-plated $5. 














Thissmart Bertiecom- 
pact and lip-stick are 
anew vanity ensemble. 
Both are of black 
enamel with gold trim- 
ming. Compact, with 
powder and rouge, ts 
$3. Lipstick; $2. 


A French umbrella 





with wooden handle 
and ferrule, made so 
that it can be carried 


























by either end. It may 
be had in blue, dark bn 
red, black, purple, 


brown, green, $12.75. 
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A brief case of tan cowhide 
with a zipper fastener. Case 
with flasks holding one pint 
each, $40. Another with 
flasks holding full bottle, $55. 


The scarf in the center may 
be had in black and white, or 
shades of maroon and tan, 
$15. (Right) Scarf in similar 
shades, $18. (Left) Scarf, $15. 


This square and very modern 
clock is extremely neat and 
would delight any man. It 1s 
of a dull silver finish with 
radium hands; price, $37.50. 




















This humidor was made in 


France by Primavera. 
designs are modernistic; 
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This watch with radium dial 
and hands can be carried by 
a man or woman. When 
closed it is in a square of red, 
black, or green enamel; $55. 


(Below, center) A bill clip 
combined with a key which 
can be made to fit any lock. 
It is very compact for a man 
to carry in the evening; $45. 


Clear white onyx is unusual 
cnd beautiful for a cigaret- 
box. The trimming is gold- 
plated sterling silver; with 
six matching ash-trays; $120. 
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The teddy-bear is always a favorite 
toy, but this one plays a tune when 
you lightly press his diaphragm. 
He may be had in threee colors: 


white, pink and blue. Price, $8. 








Noah’s Ark is another instructive toy which 
affords no end of amusement. It houses, 


naturally, two kinds of each animal; 


grizzly bears, camels, kangaroos, horses, 
ducks, lions, tigers, and many others; $12 


iS musing Pla = 
things thet are 


Different 

















For the little girl who likes to play 
at being very grown up, is this set 
of brooms, duster, carpet-beater, 
dust-pan, pail, and brush. Three 
different sizes; $2.25, $3.75, $5. 


The young folk displaying the very smart 
little dresses are Lenci dolls. They are 
$12.50. The hand-made dress with fagot- 
ting and French knots, in sizes up to four 
years, may be had jn peach or blue. $12.95. 


Mother Goose ‘‘ Bookie Blox’’ are good fun 
as well as an incentive to children. They 
can build skyscrapers or country cottages 
and at the same time become familiar with 
the nursery rhymes printed on them; $5. 
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Directions for ordering the gifts 
on these pages are on page 164 











A deep-sea diver sinks to the bottom when 
put into a tub of water, but rises when the 
bulb at the end of the tube is pressed; $1.50. 


(Below, left) A new miniature radio set 
would delight any child. With its loud- 
speaker grown-ups enjoy it, too, $22.50. 




















(Top, left) A_ shooting 
gallery can be used for excit- 
ing contests. When wound, 
the celluloid birds move in a 
circle, necessitating expert 
marksmanship. Price,$3.75. 


(Right) Early morning de- 
liveries of milk will take up 
several hours of a child’s 
day, and he will be proud to 
own this little milk wagon 
with cans and horse; $6. 
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(Top, right) The age of jazz 
even invades the nursery. 
With this set a minstrel 
show can be staged. All 
instruments and even masks 
are provided; $309.50. 


Many hours can be spent on 
improving the golfing form 
of the very young set and the 
grown-ups might also per- 
fect their form by the use of 
this golf-putting game; $1. 
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man is on the watch. 


‘Smiling her dimpled smile, Vincie said: ‘ Bessie’s right. That 
3 i ee 
And the place he is watching 1s us! 

















NOT TO BE OPENED 


(( ontinuing the on of the Sealed ties thal 
( ae nol be find hs a Ane 


A BRIEF 


REVIEW OF PART ONE: 


T )M GRIERSON, a tall, alert, immaculately 
dressed man of about forty-eight, left the 
London Merchants’ and Companies’ Bank 
where he tenaciously held-to his position as 
chief clerk, and emerging into the spring sun- 
shine made his way to his lonely bachelor quar- 
ters in the basement of Doctor Matthews’ 
brick house. Packing Bingo, his terrier, and 


some provisions together in the rear compart- 
ment of his motor-cycle, he was off like a racing 
fiend for his tiny bungalow perched precariously 
on the Dover Cliffs, high above the Channel. 





ILLUSTRATED BY F. R. GruUGER 


Grierson loved the little house. Its dizzy out- 
look offered a continually changing panorama; 
its solitude soothed him, and of course Bingo 
loved it. 

It was Saturday afternoon, and he was free 
to step out of his hated shabby servitude to the 
imposing bank directors, gentlemen who re- 
sented his superior intelligence, his refinement, 
and above all the fact that he had once foreseen 
a crisis and saved the bank two million pounds. 
His one staunch friend among them—Lord 
Skettingham—was dead. While he was alive 


things had been different, for he had shared his 
fortune and his pleasures alike, and together 
they had crowded a lifetime of headlong luxury 
into a few short years. In those days the bank 
had recognized his ability—but now there was 
only scheming and jealousy against him. Only 
yesterday Sir Joseph Flores had called him into 
his office and insinuated that they could get on 


_ without him! 


Half-way round the world, on the slope of the 
Rocky Mountains of Western Canada, Mrs. 
Grierson, his invalid wife whom he had not seen 
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for years, had just died. She had gone out to 
join her son, Jim, on his cattle ranch, on learn- 
ing that she had but a few years to live, taking 
Roberta from her budding stage career to 
accompany her on the journey. 

Mr. Mowbray, a young platitudinous clergy- 
man with a pathetic love for Roberta, after 
officiating at the funeral, suggested that they 
read Mrs. Grierson’s will. Jim was extremely 
loath to do this, and it developed that he had 
wheedled his mother into turning over all her 
money to him for the ranch. Roberta and the 
clergyman finally forced Jim to give back one 
thousand pounds as the sister’s rightful share, 
and as the situation had become unbearably 
constrained, as a result of this controversy, 
Roberta left the ranch immediately and moved 
into town to stay with the Smedleys, until she 
could get passage back to England. She cabled 
her plans to her father and was surprised, on the 
eve of her sailing, by an urgent return cable 
which stated that she must remain there until 
she received a letter from him of unimaginable 
importance. Shortly after this came another 
cable with the startling news that Grierson had 
committed suicide by driving his motorcycle 
over the Dover Cliffs! 

Poor Roberta could find no explanation in her 
own mind for her gay father’s unexpected act. 
Perhaps the mysterious letter would explain 
everything. When it finally arrived there 
were two; one which simply stated that he was 
in a peculiar and most dangerous situation, and 
instructed her to keep the second letter always 
next her body, and if he was not alive at the end 
of a year to open it—but not before. 

The next day Roberta started on her way to 
London with the letter, in a tiny silken bag, 
hung on a chain around her throat. On it she 
had written ‘‘To be opened April 6, 1926.” 


SECOND PART 


HE had wirelessed to Dotty at sea, and 
telegraphed again on reaching Liverpool. 
Days of intercourse with strangers had intensi- 
fied her loneliness, and Dotty shone more 
brightly in her thoughts with every lessening 


day of her voyage. She had never known Dotty 
very intimately; theirs had been one of those 
casual acquaintances, made when they had 
both been on tour in different companies, that 
had impulsively taken on the hue of friendship. 
But it was understood they were “friends,” 
and they had held the frail relation together 
with occasional post-cards. 

But there was not even one of these to wel- 
come Roberta at Liverpool, and it was with 
some dejection after getting into the boat-train 
that she imitated her fellow-travelers in scraping 
off the second-class pasters on their luggage. 


T WAS dusk when they reached London, and 
early night was falling when a porter put 
her and her things in a taxi, and repeated the 
address to the driver: ‘Nineteen Queen’s 
Avenue, Chelsea.”” The streets were wet with a 
recent shower; the curious, cindery smell of 
London was in her nostrils; the sense of home- 
coming grew keener with every familiar sight. 
Policemen. Omnibuses. Sandwich men. Dear- 
ly-loved buildings she had known all her life. 
Soldiers in red coats. Scotties in kilts. How 
had she ever endured two years of absence! 
Sloane Square and the Court Theatre 
where she had made her first appearance in 
London! Thrills. ‘“‘Can’t imagine what’s 
come over Mistress—she’s never been so late” 
—that was her whole part. The company 
must be making up; the lobby was brightly lit; 
the Underground was devouring its usual 
hordes. King’s Road—and with it anticipatory 
shivers; such a trooping of memories and 
trepidations. 

Why had Dotty not telegraphed? Suppose 
she had not received either the wireless or the 
telegram from Liverpool? Dotty was the least 
reliable person in the world; she shed re- 
sponsibilities like buttons. Once she left her 
dog in a friendly shop, and then could not 
remember either the shop or the street. Took a 
whole earl to find it next day, a resplendent 
admirer of Dotty’s in a wonderful car. Then 
the story got into the papers and went around 
the world. 


Oh, here was the dear old Avenue. Was he 
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taking the wrong side? Oh, no, he knew. 
What didn’t these London taxi-drivers not 
know? Seven, nine—nineteen must be some- 
where in the middle. Quite a decent-looking 
house; one of the best in the Avenue. The door 
opened at once to her knock, and a pleasant, 
youngish, very plump woman greeted her: 
“Miss Grierson, of course? Been expecting 
you, my dear, for an hour past. Nice fire up- 
stairs and everything comfy. But Dotty is in 
Paris and dreadfully sorry not to be here to 
meet. you.” 

She was such an attractive woman and with 
such a charming dimpled smile that Roberta, 
in spite of her disappointment, felt welcomed 
and cared-for. In the confused conversation 
attending her arrival she was surprised to learn 
that this radiant person was Dotty’s landlady, 
whose name it seemed was Mrs. Vincent—usu- 
ally shortened to Vincie. 

Roberta was led up-stairs and ushered into 
Dotty’s rooms that comprised the entire second 
floor—a _ sitting-room and two bedrooms. 
(The smaller one .was for Dotty’s maid.) It 
was the cheerful but tasteless home of a social 
savage, inordinately burdened with signed 
photographs in silver frames. One could 
hardly turn around without spilling some one 
who was your ever-loving somebody, or was 
your Dearest Old Thing till death do us part. 
Gilt mirrors, ornate lamps with tasseled shades, 
onyx-topped tables, new-born furniture up- 
holstered in hideous satin, all completed an 
ensemble that was consistently terrible. The 
one redeeming feature was a small grand piano 
that stood out in all this gilt and splendor like 
an oasis in the desert. 


ROUND table was laid for a meal. It was 
“high-tea”—words that Roberta had for- 
gotten in Canada—with a fat tea-pot in a cozy, 
watercress, two grilled chops, potatoes, marma- 
lade and a cold rhubarb tart. Roberta, who 
was tired and hungry, ate with relish; it all 


seemed extraordinarily good to her. A silent 
girl waited on her with dreamy _indiffer- 
ence. Her face in repose had a worn 


look as though she (Continued on page 125) 








“*It is all very strange,’ assented Bobbie. ‘That letter has been a kind of 
nightmare to me. I would certainly be thankful for your help and advice.’” 
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ODDS AND ENDS OF LONDON 


Ci ¢. Is Aolved ( Lili the om of € anise 
anil \EFl. | I( ‘ll. ef lo AFusivitions 


FTER the wettest summer since 1879, London is enjoy 
ing what will probably prove to be the wettest autumn 
ever known. Various explanations of such phenomena have 
been advanced with all the confidence common to amateur 
experts, and I heard the other day of a particularly aged man 
who said, when he was told by an optimist that we should 
probably have a fine winter, these devastating words: ‘“‘Why 
should we?’’ There was no answer. All we can do is to hope 
for better fortune next year. Members of the American 
Legion, who spent a few days in the city as autumn fell, ex- 
pressed themselves delighted with everything they had ex- 
perienced, but they must have been very polite, for such rain 
and wind are quite unusual at this time of the year. Neverthe- 
less, large presents of bulbs from Holland have been supple- 
mented by large purchases of other bulbs, and it is likely that 
when spring comes (and we have poetical authority for the 
belief that the arrival of winter betokens the close pursuit of 
spring) the London parks will be a blaze of color. 

I do not know any city in the world where the parks make a 
finer show in the matter of crocuses, daffodils, and tulips. 
When spring does actually come, I shall make a special journey 
to Kew Gardens, in order to see the rhododendrons and describe 
their beauties for the benefit of my readers. Ameri 
cans visiting London should always make a 
point of making an excursion to Kew, if 
their arrival occurs early enough in the 
year to give the famous gardens 
an opportunity of revealing what 
we can offer in the way of open 
air as well as hot-house flower 
cultivation. 

London is beginning at last to 
look around and make known to 
visitors—from the English prov 
inces as well as from other coun 
tries—what can be seen with ease; 
and while it is said here that 
American visitors do not hesitate 
to express their disapproval of some 
of our institutions, there can be no 
question that American visitors, 
as a whole, are tending to visit 
England in larger numbers and 
with most generous appreciation 
of all that they see. For news of 
our places of interest we are grow 
ing dependent upon the Under- 
ground railways, the advertising 
for which is being done with in- 
creasing skill and taste. Londoners 
themselves are being taught to 
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HEY stir, they rock, they cry, 
Each silver and each tall; 

One sound from sky to sky, 

Like water at the fall. 


A moment everywhere 
Old, exquisite, and far, 
Like hurrying water there, 
Or the splintering of a star. 


A moment the trees hush, 
Silver from low to high; 
All of a sudden rush 
Headlong into the sky. 


know London better than I do; and the best and most ‘‘ know- 
ing” book recently published about London—Mr. James 
Bone’s, “The London Perambulator”—is the work of a 
Scotsman! 

A few yards away from the Royal Exchange, along Cornhill, 
lies the spot upon which so many anxious eyes have been cast 
during the last two or three months. I refer to the portion of 
Cornhill where marked subsidences gave a hint of peril to the 
erection of massive office buildings in place of the old and 
much lighter buildings of the past. Most people know that the 
subsoil of London is quite unlike the rock upon which the 
City of New York is built; but very few of us realized one thing 
about London which has long been known to geologists. This 
is that beneath the whole of London run many underground 
rivers. At the point where the subsidence began to show itself 
in Cornhill there is, or was, actually a junction of the Walbrook 
with one of its tributaries. It is not to be supposed that London 
is slowly sinking back into its aboriginal slime (for the site of 
the city, according to the experts, was a swamp), but it is 
certainly interesting, and in some measure reassuring, to learn 
the cause of a trouble which, if it had remained mysterious, 
would seriously have alarmed us all 
And now for the theater. I gather that the appetite 
of stage-lovers all over the world is insatiable. 
There have been failures this year, but there 
have been some remarkable successes. 
The most remarkable of all has been 
Mr. Robert Loraine’s production of 
Strindberg’s powerful and painful 
drama, “The Father.” This was 
put on at a little suburban theater 
for a short run. It drew vast 
crowds. It was transferred to a 
London theater for a short run, 
and it continued to fill that theater 
until Mr. Loraine’s tenancy ex- 
pired. There was a hurried search 
for yet another theater. One— 
a huge one—was named as a possi- 
bility, and then, owing to the 
failure of one of the “certainties” 
so much loved by managers, some- 
thing more suitable was found. As 
I write, “The Father’ is having, 
not a “short run,” but a long one. 
It is exceedingly painful, but the 
public likes, or seems to like, pain- 
ful plays, especially when they 
are well-acted, as this one is. 

An American woman recently 
told me that she was disappointed 












know when to go to different 
parts of the Metropolis, and what to see when they get there. 
Never before have they been so instructed. It is doing them 
good. In future, it may even be possible that Londoners will 
know as much about their home town as the inhabitants of 
cities in other parts of the world. Such a change is most de- 
sirable. 

As a Londoner, and a typical Londoner, I have sometimes 
been shamed by the knowledge (so superior to my own) dis- 
played by those who have stayed for perhaps a month in the 
city. I have never been to the Tower of London, and have 
never been inside St. Paul’s Cathedral. On the other hand, I 
have seen most of the sights of Paris, New York, and Rome. 
I have been everywhere in Lisbon, and have explored Berlin. 
T am convinced that there are thousands of Americans who 





with the London stage, with which 
she had been long familiar. She thought the American stage 
much more enterprising and interesting. This is to a great ex- 
tent true, although the facts would vary from season to season. 
For example, a short time ago we had some really admirable 
performances of three plays by Tchekoff, the Russian dramatist. 
Tchekoff is a very difficult dramatist for English people to 
act and to watch, owing to the subtlety of his methods, which 
are unlike those of any English dramatist or any continental 
dramatist whose work has been popular here. But these three 
plays were produced by a Russian, who is also a first-class 
producer—M. Komisarievsky. The acting was good, and the 
ensemble marvelous. For the first time, one saw these plays 
intelligibly performed in English. Much interest therefore is 
aroused by the opening of a season— (Concluded on page 124) 
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A Soup FAMOUS FOR ITS FLAVOR ~ 


In the exclusive clubs and the fashion. fj <<) @ Campbell’s Ox Tail Soup. And what 
able hotels and cafes, Ox Tail Soup is a ym «an opportunity it presents. You can now 
dish dearly prized by epicures. It has an CG nll. 4 ~=— enjoy its world-famous flavor in your 


ceiecel 
ee : 


appeal all its own. ee} own home. 

Yet no hotel or club, no matter how = In this Campbell’s blend are broth of 
elaborate, can rival the facilities of the selected ox tails and beef, sliced ox tail 
famous Campbell’s kitchens or match joints, tomato puree, diced carrots, yellow 
the skill and experience of Campbell’s turnips, celery, onion, herbs and barley. 
French chefs in the blending of soups. How instantly your appetite responds. 


What a masterpiece they produce in 12 cents a can. 
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WITH THE MEAL OR AS A MEAL SOUP BELONGS IN THE DAILY DIET) 
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LES POIS DE SENTEUR DE CHEZ MOI CARON 
"4 (SWEET PEAS ) 


CARON CORP., 389 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 
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“HERE DWELLS YOUTH” 





| PRIMROSE HOUSE 


| presents 
z AyUisite gifts -and NEP ensive. 


oe problem of the Christmas gift that | : eT 7 


must be smart, useful, and not too | | 
costly — perfectly solved in this exqui- 
site group of Primrose House products! 


Very special, these selections from New 
York’s smartest beauty salon — charm- 
ing things so recently discovered and pre- 
ferred by New York’s women of fashion. 


Ask for them wherever Primrose House 
preparations are sold. If you have any 
difficulty, we will gladly supply you direct. 


Primrose House, 3 E. 52nd St., New York 











4. Triple Vanity—with Chiffon powder, dry rouge, cream 
rouge, $2.50. 6 tone combinations. 








2. Double Vanity —with Chiffon powder, dry rouge and 
separate lipstick, $3.00. 6 tone combinations, 3 
) shades of lipstick. 


3. Single Vanity—with Chiffon powder, $1.00. 3 shades. 







Chiffon Face Powder. The leading powder _ 
of Primrose House. It is quite unsur- 






passed in fineness and delicacy, exquisitely oo ~ 
t, with most satisfying, clinging (Refills, 50 cents.) 
qualities for both dry and oily skin. White, 4. Separate Lipsticks, $1.00. 


natural, brunette or beige— $3.50. 


PRIMROSE HOU SE] 








EW jewel collectors gather in a life- 
F time as costly an array of diamonds 
as are worn out each year in the 
Packard factory. 


Diamonds for ages had no other use 
than ornamentation. Today they 
play an important role in the manu- 
facture of high precision parts for 
Packard cars. 


In truing tools they shape the surface 
of grinding wheels to precise accuracy. 


PACKARD 


A Ss K > a oi M A N 


never been surpassed 





In diamond boring machines they 
spin away microscopic rough spots on 
connecting rod bearings—producing 
a gem-like surface permitting accurate 
fit to less than one ten-thousandth 
of an inch. 


Packard cars, flawless in performance 
and jewel-like in beauty, are the result 
of a factory policy which demands 
perfection in the most minute details. 
High precision means long life and 
silent operation. 


WH OW N S O N 


a ther tg feo a wea 


One of the greatest craftsmen 
of all time, Benvenuto Cellini's 
use of jewels in ornament has 
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Star of infinity— 
for the woman 
who adores luxu- 
ry-and who wants 














PIVER Announces ot pefumes Kae 
MODERN PERFUMES ae yd 






Piver—who has made more French 
perfume than anyone else in the world 
—announces that he is first among 
perfumers to join the ranks of the 
modernists! 





























The freshness of 
all outdoors in a a 
single breath— 
with the irrides- 


cence of @ dia Three new perfumes by Piver—the 
mond ... Misti! 7 ‘ 
Flacon de Luxe perfect flowering of three centuries of 
$15, trial size ; . ar 
$1.50, Face Pow- skill—express in odeurs the brilliant 
der $1.50. 


clarity, the intoxicating movement of 
this modern life....as Stravinsky has 
done in music—Picasso on canvas— 
and Vionnet in clothes... : fi 
‘ aS 
For the first time the modern woman 
can find odeurs that satisfy her—her 
intensity, her fastidiousness, her su- 
perb disregard for the past....in per- 
fumes as lasting in effect as they are 
modern in spirit. 


te 


And she will find that Piver has cre- 
ated his famous Face Powder in each 
of the three new perfumes—five mod- 
ern shades —Basanée (the smart new 


sun tan), Blanche, Rosée, Naturelle | 

and Rachel. , 

t 

E 

PARIS : 

ee & PIVE FRANCE 

An incredible but " (Fondée em 1774) 
utterly gorgeous 118 East 16th St. 46 St. Alexander St, l 
ee NEW YORK MONTREAL t 


flowers of luxury 
—set to slow mu- 
sic.. Rocroy! Fla- 
con de Luxe $15, 
trial size $1.50, rors Lo 
Face Powder = vam 
$1.50. 









& GS 
s Ss 











for DECEMBER 1927 


CHRYS LER 


IMPERIAL 








AMERICA’S MOST POWERFUL MOTOR CAR 


ALTER P. CHRYSLER and his 

engineers present what they be- 
lieve to be the most notable car ever 
produced under Chrysler auspices — 
the new 112 h. p. Imperial “80,” most 
powerful motor car of quantity pro- 
duction in America today. 


The combination of the high compres- 
sion “Red-Head” with the new and 
larger motor gives fully 20% greater 
torque — while the increased length 


Five .body styles—Roadster, Close-Coupled Sedan, 5-passenger Sedan, 7-pas- 
senger Sedan, Sedan Limousine—$2945 to $3495. Also in custom-built types 
by: Dietrich, LeBaron and Locke, up to $6795. All prices f..o. b. Detroit, 
subject to current Federal excise tax. Chrysler dealers are in position 


fs 


and width of the car, with its longer 
springs anchored in blocks of live 
rubber, and the new rubber engine 
mountings front and rear, confer a 
luxurious quiet, softness and comfort 
of riding unlike anything you have 
ever experienced. 


Leading designers and craftsmen in 
coach work have planned and built 
entirely new and exclusive body styles 
for this new Imperial “80,” giving an 


to extend the convenience of time payments. 


artistry of line and luxury of grooming 
in keeping with its new sensational 
112 horsepower performance. 


You should see the new Chrysler Im- 
perial “80.” Note its distinguished 
appearance, correct in each detail to 
satisfy every criterion of good taste. 
Then ride in it, for by demonstration 
alone will you fully appreciate the per- 
formance possible only to America’s 
most powerful motor car. 
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For Travel 
For Sports 
For the South 


Stein & Blaine have created 


a delightful new collection 


Sports Costumes 
Dinner Frocks 


Evening Gowns 


Showing in December 


Stein 2 Blaine 


A CREATIVE HOUSE 


13 and 15 West 57th Street, New York 











FEVER IS 


(Concluded from page 91) 


whole. Whereas the women of London 
have but little opportunity for this su- 
preme exercise of the mind. 

For myself, I am a provincial, and not 
dissatisfied to remain one in the metro- 
politan atmosphere of the capital. No- 
body has felt more keenly than I the 
enormous ennui that broods over the 
provinces like a cloud. Yet I would say 
positively that the provincial leisure for 
“finding oneself” is richly worth the 
price of provincial ennui. 

Londoners in their quite unfounded 
pride are apt to assert that the provinces 
are not alive. It depends what you call 
being alive. Motion which leads no- 
where is not life. Breathlessness is not 
life. Fever is not life. The profuse dis 
sipation of energy is not life. I would 
assert, in contradiction of Londoners, 
that the provinces are more profoundly 
alive than London. They know they 
are alive; London only assumes that 
it is alive. The provincial woman in 
London may not have all the exterior 
manners and demeanor of London: 
she may be somewhat shy, somewhat 
awkward in dealing with situations un- 
familiar to her. But, on the average, 
she has a poise, a reserve, a central secret 
fortress of self-reliance, which are rare in 
London. There is, I maintain, more, and 
more fundamental, common sense in the 
provinces than in London. All politicians 
are aware of this. Experience has taught 
them over and over again that what will 
“go down” in London will not necessarily 
go down in the provinces. In the prov- 
inces they encounter a natural shrewd- 
ness (born of reflection) which does not 
trouble their schemes in London. 

Further, with her leisure, the provincial 
woman has a better chance to exert that 
socially civilizing influence over her man- 
kind which is among the most important 


| works of her sex, and which cannot be 





accomplished without frequent and care- 
ful cogitations. Men in London are not 
watched over, tended, watered, pruned, 
as are men in the provinces. They are 
indeed, in various ways, left very much 
to look after themselves. True, it is 
possible that they need less attention 
than provincial males, because the fric- 
tion of a thousand different kinds of 
contacts softens the callosities and rounds 
off the sharp corners and reminds them 
continually of the great truth that it takes 
all sorts tomakeaworld. But in my opin- 
ion they receive even less feminine atten- 
tion and direction than they require. 


HE psychological disadvantage from 

which the provincial woman suffers 
(quite unconsciously—and that makes it 
all the more grave) arises, not from low 
mental activity, but from a hizh mental 
activity that is too concentrated and too 
self-centred. What her outlook lacks is 
not depth but width. She becomes un- 
duly absorbed in her household, her im- 
mediate circles of acquaintances, her 
community—yes, and her grievances, if 
any. Just as a two-hour block on a 
London Tube railway has more import- 
ance to London than a death-roll of fifty 
thousand in a Far-Eastern earthquake, 
so a trifling episode in her own environ- 
ment preoccupies the provincial woman 
far more intensely than the fall of a Gov- 
ernment in Whitehall. 

I do not mean that the provincial 
woman alone is addicted to tittle-tattle 
or the mischievous interpretation of a 
friend’s doings, while in London conversa- 
tion soars above that sort of thing. No! 
Such matters are as eagerly discussed in a 
West End drawing-room as in a drawing- 
room of a Manchester suburb. I mean 
merely that in the provinces attention to 
such matters is apt to kill a larger human 
curiosity, because the rut of custom is 
deeper there than in London. 

A Londoner may go down into th 
country laden with the interestingness of 
life in London, bursting with items which 
cannot be got from newspapers. And as 
she travels down she may say to herself 
how entertaining she will be; how her 
friends whom she has not seen for so long 
will hang spellbound on the delivery of 
her tidings about the great world. Anda 
| hundred to one she will discover inside 
| half an hour that the great world simply 








HARPER’S BAZAR 
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does not exist for her sequestered friends 
She may begin, but she will be stopped, 
And soon she will be submissively listen, 
ing to recitals, packed with detail, o 
events, customs, alarums, difficulties 
naughtiness, concerning persons of whom 
she has never before heard and as to 
whom she does not care a powder-puff 
whether they are dead or alive. Similarly 
when the provincial woman comes up to 
London. In social converse, she shows 
very little desire to learn, and a very 
considerable desire to inform. All Lon. 
doners are familiar with this phenomenon 
and they discuss it rather fully—after 
the provincial has returned to her proy- 
ince. It is most rife, crude, and harrow- 
ing when relative meets relative. 

Of course it is easily explicable. The 
deeper the rut, the harder to climb out 
of the rut: that is all. As the days pass, 
however, the provincial woman in London 
emerges to a fair view of the whole land- 
scape, and all is well—even between rela- 
lives. 








HE London attitude of superiority 

toward the provinces is perhaps incur- 
able. For all the pride, and all the critical 
determination not to be impressed, of 
the provinces, provincials, and particu- 
larly provincial women, are in their hearts 
intimidated by London. London pre- 
sents a great and an unparalleled show, 
and there can be no blinking the fact. 
But another more important fact un- 
doubtedly is that the provinces are the 
making of London. Not only could 
London not exist without the provinces— 
but the provinces actually are the mate- 
rial of London, the seed-ground and 
nursery of London, which would quickly 
sink into decadence were it not con- 
tinually drawing into itself what is best 
in the provinces. Much credit is due to 
the provinces in that they can so suc- 
cessfully withstand this everlasting drain 
and stoutly flourish in spite of it. 

Take any woman who by any means 
has risen to eminence in London, whether 
in circles more exalted or less exalted, and 
in nine cases out of ten, perhaps nineteen 
out of twenty, you will find that either 
she was born in the provinces, or that one 
or both of her parents came from the 
provinces. Vast numbers of the renowned 
and successful have originally descended 
on London from Scotland, vast numbers 
from Ireland, very many from the North 
of England and the Midlands, and not a 
few from the West and South. 

Why have these wondrous conquering 
persons defeated the London hordes not- 
withstanding their alleged inferiority 
as provincials? The answer is plain. 
Their victories, social, political, artistic, 
mercantile, industrial, forensic, are the 
inevitable consequence of their provincial 
qualities. They have ambition, grit, 
perseverance, resource and fundamental 
brains. In all these things they are with 
out any doubt superior to Londoners. And 
as for the superficial attributes of grace and 
smartness and aplomb, they quickly ac- 
quire them, and can soon equal Londoners 
and even beat them at their own game. 

Provincials—and this applies with 
special force to provincial women—have 
developed character through discipline. 
They may have objected to the discipline, 
but they had it. Their constitutions, 
moral and physical, have not been under- 
mined by indulgence, excessive light 
pleasures, rushing madly around, gadding 
about, a multiplicity of distractions, 
late nights and late mornings. They 
have thus had opportunity to study 
themselves and know themselves. They 
are deeply aware that they exist. They 
can tell the Londoner, better than the 
Londoner can tell them, all about the 
drawbacks of their existence. If they 
are discontented, their discontent is not 
vague; they have come to definite con- 
clusions why they are discontented, and 
how the divine malady is to be cured. 

It would be incredible if persons s0 
endowed and inspired were to fail in 
London. They do not fail. Their mis- 
sion is to save London by the transfusion 
of sound fresh blood into veins which 
otherwise would suffer disastrously from 
vitiation. They accomplish their missio. 
They keep London vigorously alive. 
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ce you d Skinfy 


foward your Beauty 


The Business of 
Keeping Youth and 
Beauty on Tiptoe 
is one of the Arts 


of Life! 


O guard in allits unspoiled fresh- 

ness that lovely gift called Youth; 

to contrive to look twenty until 

one is thirty-five—or more! To be fleet 

as Diana, racing with the years! What 

could be for any woman a more thrilling 
pursuit? 

But you must follow the aim of beauty 
courageously, with perseverance and pa- 
tience! 

You can’t be a skinflint toward your 
beauty, taking care of your skin just now 
and then! You can’t give yourself a 
furious facial today, neglecting it to- 
morrow. 


wert SHOCKED. . 





Strange as it may seem, however, few 
women have grasped these A B C’s of 
beauty culture! Recently we asked hun- 
dreds of women in two average American 
cities to tell us how they take care of 
their skin. 

The answers were shocking! 


Scores admitted they’d love to look 
young and pretty, but they just don’t 
seem to know how! 

Others declare they know, but admit 
they forget! Piqued by a guilty con- 
science, they pursue an orgy of beauty 
cultivation once or twice a month, only 
to lapse spinelessly between. 


OOR DEARS, how short-sighted! 

Giving the skin some simple form of 
daily care is as important as brushing 
one’s teeth! Almost as easy! Ten times 
as much fun! 

The woman who has a spark of imagi- 
nation even takes pleasure in devoting a 
few moments each day to this richly re- 
warding end! 

If you'll follow for just a few weeks 
the simple program outlined here, we’re 
sure you'll be better looking, more at- 
tractive, more vital than when you be- 


gan. And if you haven’t acquired a soft, 
firm, beautiful skin, why—we’ll send 
you the Moon or anything you like, 
parcel post prepaid! 

Perhaps you think your face is really 
clean! 

But is it? 

Examine your chin and nose with a 
magnifying glass. You'll get a jolt that 
will send you skipping to the cold cream 
jar! Oil, powder, perspiration and dust, 
unless removed regularly, become caked 
at the very roots of the pores. So at least 
twice a day your skin must be freed by 
the gentle ministrations of a pure cleans- 
ing cream. 


For this try Pond’s. 





You will delight in the fragrant light- 
ness of its touch and the purposeful 
manner in which its pure fine oils, melt- 
ing and spreading, go after the dirt in 
the depths of your pores! Use it gener- 





Pond’s Skin Fresh- 
ener — delightful to 


Pond’s To Creams— 
to cleanse, protect and 


ously, applying with light upward and 
outward strokes. _ 


Ps pip INA POO, . 





And for removing the Cream do you 
know about the perfectly exquisite 
Tissues you can buy now in any store? 

Pond’s just simply Aad to make them. 
The women we talked to fairly begged 
us for tissues soft and fine enough. So 
now you can buy tissues of such good 
quality and so ample that they absorb 
all oil and moisture instantly, never roll- 
ing up into horrid little balls! 


HESE same women we interviewed 

gave us still another idea. They 
said, ‘Tell us, what feels as fresh to the 
skin as a dip in a mountain pool?” We 
couldn’t answer that question then. 
But we can now. 


Pond’s new Skin Freshener, used when 
you first get up in the morning, gives you 
just this very sensation! There never 
was such a delicious awakening, such re- 
freshment for the skin! 





Pond’s Cleansing Tis- 
sues, soft as fine old 


tone, freshen and firm JSinish. linen, to remove cold 
the skin. cream. 
SPONSORED 
by 


H. M. THE QUEEN of SPAIN 


H. R. H. EULALIA, INFANTA of SPAIN 
THE MARCHIONESS of QUEENSBERRY 
THE COUNTESS of OXFORD and ASQUITH 


THE DUQUESA DE ALBA 


Mrs. W. K. VANDERBILT 


MRS. FELIX DOUBLEDAY 


H. R. H. THE DUCHESSE DE VENDOME 


THE PRINCESSE EUGENE MURAT 
LADY LOUIS MOUNTBATTEN 


Miss ANNE MORGAN 


MISS MARJORIE OELRICHS 
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? 


And you'll love it just as much, too, 
when you come in—weary—at the end 
of the day. It will simply make your 
face over for the evening—and your 
spirits, too! Pee ee 

Another thing. This new Pond’s 
Freshener contains a special healing in- 
gredient quite its own, which prevents 
any little roughness or soreness of the 
skin. Also it removes every trace of 
oil after your cold cream cleansing. 


ERE you ever so lovely as now? 

You look and feel as smooth and 
fair as a lily. Oh! But wait! There's 
one more touch—the lily must be given 
an added pearliness, a frosty glow, be- 
fore she faces the world and stoops to 
conquer it! 

Brush over your skin ever so lightly 
with your finger tips the tiniest bit of 
that exquisite finishing Cream Pond’s 
also makes. Of course you know it— 
Pond’s Vanishing Cream. Feather-light, 
it gives your skin an alabaster glow, an 





almost miraculous fineness and smooth- 
ness. 


Now you’re ready for your favorite 
rouge, your powder tinted to blend with 
your natural coloring. Never did they 
go on so smoothly, so naturally—cling 
so long! 

Your skin looks perfectly lovely now, 
in its soft sheen of renewed youth. And 
these four products made by Pond’s— 
used faithfully every day, will keep for 
you these same youthful looks, just as 
surely, in your maturer years. 


NEW 14¢ OFFER—Send fourteen cents 
(1gc) for samples of Pond’s Two Creams, 
Pond’s new Skin Freshener and Pond’s new 
Cleansing Tissues—enough of the latter two to 
last a week. Fill out and mail the coupon. 


a ea bie B & eek bee ek are eS 
Tue Ponp’s Extract Company, 
Dept. Z 
122 Hudson Street, New York City 
Enc'osed find fourteen cents (14c) for 


samples of Pond’s Two Creams, Skin 
Freshener and Cleansing Tissues. 


City ; ee 


































































aaa pi neal i 4atias 634 ep iemces g 


ow 


=e 


= Se 






























































































































ERGDORF 
OODMAN 


616 FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK 












Glossy black broadtail, worked in diagonal 

lines... skilfully toned sables...lissome slender- 

ness... midwinter coat of extreme chic by 
Bergdorf-Goodman. 
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ST. MORITZ IN BLUE AND CRYSTAL 


nails, on the contrary, crack in the sharp 
cold, and the rosy tint that makes them 
so attractive at sea level fades immedi- 
ately in this glaring sun. One clips them 
short, polishes them, and lets it go at 
that. 

As to make-up, go easy on it. The 
sharp tang of frost will give you a natural 
color. Only the lips are reddened, both 
to accent their pretty curves, and to pre- 
serve them from chapping. Don’t 
exaggerate the perfume either; it is de- 
lightful in the evening, but it really does 
not go with ski clothes. The hearty, 
jolly, natural, he-man atmosphere of this 
gorgeous place is inimical to artificiality 
in all its forms. This even extends to the 
food we eat—solid steaks and chops and 
omelets, no fancy dishes—and Mr. 
Badrutt sees that we get it. 

The first thing we did was to attend a 
skating exhibition. Swallows disguised 
as men and women skimmed and swirled 
and dived and balanced, and stood on 
their toes and pirouetted. It was all very 
pretty and just a little old-fashioned. 
After each feminine performer had gone 
through her elegant evolutions, a large 
lady, clad entirely in mink, skated 
solemnly into the center of the rink and 
presented her with a bunch of flowers, 
and the star then slid gracefully back- 
ward on one foot, with the other held 
precariously in the air behind her. But I 
wanted my boots, so we started for the 
shops. The steep crooked streets are 
bordered with windows full of sports 
things, photographs, and confectionery. 
All the latter have betraying stacks of skis 
in front of them. Oh! those Swiss cakes, 
how they do pile on the ounces! The 
road is pretty precarious to the heedless. 
You hear a “Whoosh!” and turn to find 
the long points of skis at your heels. Or 
there is a “‘Whoop” in front, and round 
the corner comes a string of nonchalant 
lugers, or a ski-jorer, attached to his 
steed by two ropes with a gay bunting 
stretched between them. It’s a case of 
‘“‘Sauve qui peut!” and the Di’el take the 
hindermost. 

I bought my boots from a tri-lingual 
young lady, dressed in a silk blouse, lace 
collar, short tweed skirt, woolen shawl, 
ski-boots and heavy stockings. When I 
commented on her costume, she said that 
she had two hours for lunch, and was 
dressed so as to be ready for a bit of 
skiing. Everybody seems to _ speak 
everything in the way of languages. If 
French didn’t go, we tried English, or a 
word or two of German or Italian. All 
the signs are in French, German, and 
Italian, for we are only a few miles from 
the frontier of Italy. The frescoes round 
the doors and windows of the houses on 
the way up were enough in themselves to 
tell us that. I struggle to awaken my own 
German from its Barbarossa sleep, find- 
ing that I have forgotten the gender of 
almost everything. But after all, what 
is grammaf among such friends as the 
Swiss shopkeepers? 


IVE o’clock is the sacred tea hour, and 

tea at the Palace is afunction. The sun 
sets early in these heights, and a deadly 
chill strikes down from the mountains 
about four-thirty. So they all come in 
from exercising and take tea in the clothes 
they are wearing. The hall reminds one 
of a great English country house. Its 
walls are varnished wood where they are 
not white stucco, with baskets of trailing 
ivy set high. Every group has its own 
table—the very first thing to do when you 
get there is to arrange for a table at which 
to take your tea and your post-prandial 
coffee, for places are rigidly reserved, and 
until you have your own, you feel like a 
cat in a strange alley. They used to 
dance in the hall at tea time, all among 
the tables, but now, except on gala nights, 
when the dance floor is being transformed 
into Paradise or Hades, a Venetian féte 
or a Louis XV. garden, afternoon dancing 
is relegated to the Embassy” ballroom, 
all under the same roof; then as now, no 
one thought of changing. Outside the 
great windows, the mountains darken 
from sky-blue to cobalt, then to deep 
slate-blue, and finally to velvet blackness. 
Inside, tea prolongs itself comfortably. 


(Concluded from page 73) 





The mail arrives; letters are read and 
papers unfolded. In several corners 
groups begin to do the daily cross-word 
puzzle, difficult English ones, with y and 
double / in unexpected places. 

Bridge devotees are on the look-out 
for victims. Four by four, they wander 
off, and we mount also to our rooms, fora 
leisurely bath, and the long, slow process 
of dressing for the ten o'clock dinner, 
So we are safely embarked upon the 
rigid schedule of those who have nothing 
whatever to do. 7 


HE next moming we start off for a 

walk, passing by the “‘nursery slopes,” 
where those who have less respect for 
their limbs than I have for mine are 
tumbling about, learning to ski, just like 
Kipling’s “‘holluschickies.” A large lady 
in khaki trousers is tottering on the 
brink of a slope which is barely visible to 
the eye but looks to her like Niagara 
Falls. A patient instructor has* her 
firmly by the arm. ‘Turn your skis in— 
turn them JN!” he keeps repeating, 
She struggles, poor victim; but—again 
[ think of Kipling—when she “comes to 
greasy ground, she splits ’erself in two,” 
or very near it, and ends ignominiously, 
skis in the air. This evening, she will 
feel as if each individual bone had been 
wrenched from its socket, and then 
shoved back again wrong, exactly as if 
she had been on the rack. But she will 
dress, and dine, and dance, and begin all 
over again to-morrow. Who says that 
women lack physical courage? For, 
remember, she doesn’t have to suffer like 
this; she could stop this minute if she 
wanted to. 

We go on to the curling rinks, and get a 
laugh out of that. The curling stone 
sails up the ice, the picture of dignity, 
like a plethoric duck, with three be- 
tweeded, rotund gentlemen sweeping 
passionately at nothing, all around it. 
We take the path through Badrutt Park, 
and finally find ourselves on a winding 
road, bordered by Hans Andersen fir 
trees. And now we know that we are 
living in the middle of a Christmas card, 
or perhaps a real old-fashioned paper-lace 
valentine, for the frost has bordered 
everything with narrow Valenciennes, 
and everything glitters like the best 
powdered mica. We pass “Sunny 
Corner,”’ where huge ramparts of snow are 
built into a grandstand from which to 
watch the bob racing. It’s tremendously 
convenient to live in the midst of such 
excellent building material, and so much 
of it. Perhaps we shall come and see 
them fly by, this afternoon, each face 
buried in the woolly back of the person 
in front of him; catching a breath when 
he can. Only the steerer seems to have 
any real fun. 

But after lunch, we decide to go up to 
Chantarella in the funicular, to the top of 
the rounded hills which mount straight 
into the blue behind the village, where the 
really proficient take their skiing exercise, 
and beginners humbly look on. A 
perfect forest of skis mounts with us, like 
Birnam wood coming to Dunsinane, 
and when we emerge from the car, we 
really are on top of the world. White on 
white, soft snowbreast faintly outlined 
against further snowbreast, and trails of 
tiny black figures, bristling with carried 
skis, winding sparsely over them. At 
four o’clock the sun gets ready to slip 
into a bank of lavender mist, and before 
he goes he stages a parting light-effect, 
painting the snowbanks on one side a 
beautiful pale apricot, and those on the 
other a clear aquamarine. We amuse 
ourselves constructing miniature Blue 
Grottos of Capri with our steel-pointed 
sticks, running them in and out of holes 
in the snow. The Blue Grotto is the 
only other place where I have seen the 
same pellucid greenish-blue. What 4 
place! What air, what skies, what hills 
and plains of dazzling snowy glory! 

Back home again, we continue with the 
same routine—tea—dressing—and we 
meet in the bar before dinner. Here is 4 
closing scene that typifies St. Moritz 
all its vivid costume contrast. But I 


need not describe it, for the artist has 
done it for me. 


Marjorie Howard. 
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DEAREST 


HARPER’S BAZAR 
FRIENDS 


(Continued from page 67) 


contentedly arranging their doll’s houses, 
lunching together several times a week, 
going to matinées and running about in 
Jane’s little car just as they had done 
before their marriages. If George re- 
turned home to his little nest to find the 
bird flown he knew that ten to one she 
had “‘run across to Fran’s.”” When Willie 
wished to find his wife he rang up Jane’s 
number. The young men told each other 
that this devotion was an excellent 
thing. 

“Keeps ’em out of other mischief, any- 
way,” said Willie. 

As time went on it seemed to be the 
only thing that did not change. All the 
taffetas and the crystal and the pale 
paneled walls that had been chosen in the 
happy mood of a young bride began to 
lose a little of their first shining freshness. 
George and Willie ceased to be exciting 
lovers, and became affectionate husbands. 
If George rang up to say that he was 
playing golf that afternoon with a man, 
his voice no longer made something give 
a jump inside Jane. Willie’s kisses had 
become to Fran as much a pleasant 
matter of course as coffee at breakfast. 
It was usual, they agreed. 

“After two years, Jane, you can’t ex- 
pect passion and all that to go on. It just 
doesn’t, and that’s the end of it.” 

‘I’m sure we’re far, far better without 
tg 

“I’m sure we are, dear,” said Fran 
emptily. 

They looked carefully away from each 
other. 

“After all, we’re really very lucky. 
We're perfectly happy and contented 
and—”’ 

“George is a perfect angel 

“So is Willie!” 

“And don’t forget, darling, that what- 
ever happens we’ve always got each 
other.” 

“Always, Jane dearest!” 

They kissed as tenderly as lovers. 


? 


CALM preceded the inevitable storm. 

Fran arrived one morning almost 
before Jane, who was a late riser, was out 
of her pale taffeta bed. Black silver 
glittered angrily that morning. She and 
Willie had been having a scene. Jane, 
still with the mists of sleep hanging rosily 
about her, sat bolt upright in bed. So 
had she and George! 

“They don’t appreciate us enough, 
that’s what it is! I told Willie so—” 

“So did I George, and he said, ‘Dam- 
silly nonsense!’” 

“That’s what Willie said! Oh, Jane, 
what dreadful creatures men are—” 

“Well, my dee-ah, what can you 
expect?” 

“T don’t know. Oh, Jane, I’m so un- 
happy!” 

They groped for each other’s hands. 

“It’s all Willie’s foul, beastly temper!” 

“George hasn’t even got a temper. 
He’s just callous—”’ 

“Jane!” 

“Ves, darling?” 

“Do you know what we'll do? We’ll 
go away!” 

Arrested on the brink of tears, Jane 
stared a little wildly. 

“With George and Willie?” 

“Of course not, dear. Absolutely by 
ourselves! Then we'll be able to think 
things over quietly, and when we come 
back everything will seem quite, quite 
different. Separate holidays save hun- 
dreds of marriages. I’ve read it in 
magazines—”’ 

“What,” asked Jane doubtfully, “will 
George and Willie be doing while we’re 
away thinking things over quietly?” 

“Oh, we'll send them off to Gleneagles 
or somewhere for a few weeks’ golf. 
They’ll love it!” 

“Will they?” said Jane, more than ever 
doubtfully. 

“Of course, darling!” 

Jane flung herself back among her 
pillows, and stared despondently at 
Fran’s eager dark face. 

“Tt’s no use. I’m sure George would 
start getting unreasonable directly I 
suggested it.” 

“Oh, bother George! 
sake, be modern, Jane!” 
“It’s no use having thousands of shat- 


For heaven’s 





tering rows just for the sake of being 
modern.” 

Fran abandoned the offensive attitude 
She turned on Jane that soft, somber 
look which had caused young Willie 
Crane’s heart to beat an alarming tattoo 
against his dandified waistcoats. 

“Not even for my sake, Jane darling?” 

“You know I'd do anything for you, 
dearest, but—” 

““Didn’t we swear we'd stick together 
whatever happened?” 

“We did! We did!” 

Jane could not resist that look. 

“All right,” she said. “T’ll come. I~ 
I'll tell George when he gets back this 
evening.” 

“Darling!” cried Fran. 

“Darling!” echoed Jane, a 
faintly. 

“Think how marvelous it will be, dear! 
To get right away by ourselves—away 
from men—perfect peace and quiet with 
no nerve-racking temperamental scenes, 
no bickering, no uncomfortable human 
passions getting between us and the great 
things of life that really count—” 

“Too, too marvelous,” said Jane 
blankly. 

They looked at each other. For the 
first time Fran seemed a little thoughtful, 

“Talking of uncomfortable human 
passions,” she remarked, “it is just 
possible that we may have a bit of 
trouble with Willie and George.” 


trifle 


T WAS more than just possible. Willie 
and George behaved unreasonably 
from the start. For days the great battle 
of the Cranes and the Tempests raged 
furiously, until at last George, a peaceable 
soul, suggested a little dignified parley. 
“Better let them go, Willie. They 
won’t get into any mischief together, and 
my life with Jane is becoming more like 
a peculiarly well-thought-out hell every 
day.” 

“Why in the name of this and that,” 
shouted Willie rudely, ““do they want to 
go at all?” 

George was a wise young man. 

“To talk,” he said. “Women love talk- 
ing things over, and taking the bones out 
of all their beastly little emotions. Better 
let ’°em go. They’ll be sick to death of it 
in a fortnight.” 

A week later the names of Mrs. 
William Crane and Mrs. George Tempest 
appeared in the visitors’ book of the 
largest hotel at a popular Riviera resort. 

It was Fran who insisted that they 
should do their quiet thinking out of 
England. 

“We don’t want Willie and George 
running down for week-ends, and spoiling 
the wonderful peace of it all, do we?” she 
inquired. 

“‘Of course not, pet,”’ said Jane, “but 
the last time I was at the Ambassadeurs 
I didn’t notice that it was as wonderfully 
peaceful as all that. George and I danced 
half the night, and played tennis all 
day—” 

“You needn’t have done it if you hadn't 
wanted to. I chose the Ambassadeurs be- 
cause it will be a complete change of 
scene. Change of scene is most important. 
All the magazines say so.” 

“Well, perhaps you’re right, darling,” 
said Jane weakly. “After all, it’s not the 
full season yet, and besides, we needn’t 
have anything to do with any one there. 
We'll hire a car, and get out among all 
those divine hills, and think lovely sooth- 
ing thoughts—” 

“While Willie and George have time 
to realize how much more they might 
have appreciated us while they had us—” 

“My lovely Fran! The idea of any- 
bedy not appreciating you, darling!” 

“The idea of anybody daring to be 
callous to you, dearest!” 

They gazed at each other with moist 
eyes. 


N THE evening of their arrival Mrs. 

George Tempest and Mrs. William 
Crane made their demure entrance into 
the crowded restaurant garbed almost 
identically in black chiffon and pearls. 
The curly blonde head and the sleek dark 
one were watched down the room with 
considerable interest by a large percentage, 
(Continued on page 116) 
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Security Owners 


COMPREHENSIVE financial service that 

has meant a saving of time, worry and 
money for hundreds of security owners is 
available to you at this Office, in the heart 
of the Midtown Section. Consider what 
these advantages might mean to you: 


—to be advised of many matters which 
probably often escape you and cause 
loss of money, such as conversions, 
rights, redemptions, etc. ; 


—to be able, whether you are in town 
or away, to sell or transfer your 
securities merely by giving us your 
instructions; 


—to be free of coupon cutting and de- 








tails, yet to have your income always 
promptly collected; 























—to have the protection of our vaults 
for your holdings and the advice of 
our experienced investment officers. 
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mostly masculine, of the Ambassadeurs’ 
diners. 

“We were right to wear black,” said 
Fran. “After all, we're practically 
widows—grass ones at any rate.” 

“T don’t feel particularly like even a 
grass one,” said Jane. “‘George isn’t the 
sort of thing that goes right out of your 
mind like—like the time of a train or 
something.” 

“Now, darling!” said Fran warningly. 

Jane gazed restlessly round the great 
pillared room, and, meeting several 
politely questioning glances en route, 
hastily back to Fran. 

‘“‘Heavens! This may not be the height 
of the Ambassadeurs’ season, but there 
seem to be one or two—there seems quite 
a crowd.” 

“Oh, they'll go off all day bathing and 
playing golf and tennis. We'll be able to 
have a lovely restful time basking in the 
sun, and talking things over. I want to 
talk and talk, Jane, just as we’ve always 
done, only more so. I want to discuss 
exactly where our marriages and every- 
body else’s have failed, and what—” 

“T wonder what George and Willie are 
doing now?” 

“Talking over what Willie took at the 
ninth hole, I expect. Jane! Isn’t it 
wonderful to feel that we’ve stuck to- 
gether through everything just as we said 
we would? Since we were about nine 
we’ve never had a really serious quarrel. 
It’s rather marvelous that two women 
can have a divine friendship like that in 
spite of what men say—”’ 

“Tt might easily have been broken up, 
too—over a man, for instance. Now, 
supposing I had fallen violently in love 
with Willie, right at the beginning when 
you were really thrilled about him—?” 

“Darling, you should have had him.” 

“Fran, my sweetest!” 

They allowed the sole to chill upon their 
plates while they looked into each other’s 
eyes with tenderest emotion. 

“What peace — what 





unutterable 


| peace,” said Fran, “to feel that for the 


moment men have no place in our lives. 
Isn’t it restful, Jane? I’ve almost for- 
gotten what Willie looks like in his 
pajamas. I feel like a nun—or I should 
if that little Frenchman beyond you 
wasn’t staring so hard at my ankles.” 
“Don’t look at him, dear,” said Jane. 
“After we’ve finished dinner we'll go and 
find a nice quiet corner in the Palm 
Court, and listen to the band. I hope 
they play something lovely and luscious 
out of Puccini or Verdi, don’t you? That 
will put me in just the right mood to dis- 
cuss George and Willie, and exactly where 
they fail to satisfy the really sensitive side 
of our temperaments—” 
“Beautifully put, darling,” said Fran. 
HE Ambassadeurs’ band knew noth- 
“ ing of moods. Directly Jane and Fran 
had installed themselves with their coffee 
and liqueurs at a little table in the Palm 
Court, it burst into the absurd shoulder- 
twitching, rib-tickling patter of “‘Whose 


Cutie Are You To-Night?” Jane, 
| robbed of her Puccini, looked dis- 
appointed. 

“Dancing, I suppose. Disgusting! 


This tune is awfully like ‘Shake A Knee’ 
—did you know it? George and I used to 
dance to it years ago—years and years 
ago, when I used to be quite thrilled if he 
held me tight against him. I wish they’d 
stop playing it—I’m beginning to feel 


too, too morbid and miserable for words.” 


“Have another liqueur, darling,” sug- 


| gested Fran. 


“T don’t mind. Then we'll go for a 
stroll in the garden, shall we? Right 
away from every one, dear, and be lovely 
and psychoanalytical, and discuss—and 
discuss—”’ 

The words died on her lips. They 
parted a little, and her eyes became 
fixed, cloudy. Fran, over whose shoulder 
she was staring, turned in her chair to 
see what was claiming such attention. 
A young man had stepped on to the 
floor, and was starting, with the swift, 
sure, and silent step of a Red Indian, to 
dance. Something about his looks, which 
were smooth and swarthy, the enviable 
deftness of his dancing, or the non- 
chalant way in which he supported his 





elderly partner, made it evident that he 
was one of the Ambassadeurs’ profes. 
sionals. He was very beautiful. Fran 
glimpsing him now and then through the 
press of dancers which filled the place 
felt a slight quickening of interest. Ay 
Argentine? She wondered. Jane wag 
still staring. Funny, how foolish bly 
eyes that stare look! Fran felt, for some 
reason or other, faintly irritated. 

“Chartreuse or Benedictine, darling?” 
she asked loudly. 

Jane jumped. 

“Oh, Chartreuse, I think, dear. The 
color is always so—so—”’ 


GHE was off again, staring. Fran gaye 

the order to the waiter. She hoped, a 
little vaguely, that darling Jane wasn't 
going to do anything foolish. Those 
Argentines were—he passed their table 
quite close, and for a second his blank 
dark eyes looked straight into hers, 
Fran felt—what was it? A thrill? Ages 
ago when Willie used to—really,. that 
waist was rather marvelous, and those 
lovely slim hips and broad shoulders . , . 
She started guiltily as Jane spoke. 

“‘T suppose he’s a pro?” 

“Who do you mean, darling?” asked 
Fran coldly. 

Jane ignored her. 

“He must be, or else he wouldn’t be 
dancing with that dreadful woman. 
Look at her ankles!” 

They looked. Reflectively they sipped 
their Chartreuse. Fran gazed at Jane. 

“Shall we go, dearest? I’m terribly 
afraid that tune will be making you feel 
morbid and miserable again.” 

“Honestly, Fran darling, I think it 
might be just a wee bit unwise to go into 
the garden to-night. After dark in the 
South the dew—the dew—” 

“Just as you like, pet.” 

Jane was entirely without shame. She 
went on staring, and even craned her 
neck. 

“T do think it’s a shame,” she said, 
“that marvelous dancers like that should 
have to earn their living by dragging 
round fat old women who stick out at the 
back. I’m sure the poor darling loathes 


“Willowy young men are rather ob- 
vious, don’t you think, dear?” yawned 
Fran. 

Jane was too absorbed to answer. 

“‘Look!” she breathed. ‘‘The band’s 
stopping—he’s leaving her at her table— 
he’s crossing over and sitting down.” 

Fran looked, but casually. The young 
man, busy adjusting the creases of his 
impressively cut trousers, glanced across 
the floor toward their table, and she 
turned her back hastily. 

“‘George,”’ she said, ‘“‘would probably 
call him a dago parlor snake—” 

“Poor George!” giggled Jane. 

The band, having subsided for a few 
minutes, reared itself up on its hind legs 
for another shattering bray of syncopa- 
tion. Perhaps the young man across the 
way had not been entirely unobservant. 
Not many details had escaped his blank 
dark eyes—the pearls, the black chiffon, 
the fragile satin slippers with their rhine- 
stone heels, Jane’s Cartier sapphire, 
Fran’s Cartier emerald, the green Char- 
treuse, Fran’s onyx cigaret case, Jane’s 
little jeweled bag with the wad of notes 
straining its glittering mesh. He rose to 
his feet. . . 

Jane’s finger bit into Fran’s arm. 

“He’s coming over!” she said faintly. 

RAN said nothing. She reached out 

hastily for her vanity-case, and applied 
a touch of lipstick. Of course these Argen- 
tines—he was at her elbow, bowing. To 
Jane. To Jane! 

“ Madame?” 

“Oh,” murmured Jane, “do you mind, 
darling, just for a few minutes?” 

“Of course not, dear!” 

They moved off smoothly together. 
Fran lit a cigaret, and ordered another 
Chartreuse. She looked at the ceiling, 
and wondered where Willie was now. She 
looked. at the table-cloth, and wondered 
what that poor fish, George Tempest, 
would say if he could see his wife dancing 
the Black Bottom with a dago parlor 
(Continued on page 120) 
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Elizabeth Arden has a charmingly appropriate gift 





A gift of Elizabeth Arden’s important Prepara- 


tions is always useful and always welcome. 


name Elizabeth Arden on your Christmas pack- 


age enhances the gift in any woman’s eyes. 





A dainty holiday gift — Elizabeth Arden’s 


Indelible Lip Paste in a gay little galalith 
$1, $2. 
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HEY are gifts of the sort that every woman loves 

—exquisite powders, smart travel cases, bath 
salts, jewel-like compacts—intimate little accessories 
that express delightful things to a woman. Every 
Elizabeth Arden Preparation is made with immaculate 
purity, and with a background of scientific knowledge 
which makes each specialized Preparation surely effec- 
tive. And so your gift of Elizabeth Arden’s Prepara- 
tions is pleasantly useful to the recipient. And it 
carries a message of subtle flattery, too, for Elizabeth 
Arden’s Venetian Toilet Preparations are used by the 
most distinguished women all over the world. They 
are sold at smart shops everywhere. 


box. 


Elizabeth Arden’s Venetian Dusting Powder, 


a delightful luxury, a smooth fine powder, pure, 
soft and lightly perfumed. A large box gaily 


flowered, with a big puff. $3. 





Elizabeth Arden’s Jasmine Soap comes in a 
charming trinket box of jade green. Allamanda 


Soap in alapis blue box. $3.75. 


Elisabeth Arden’s 
Beauty Boxes and 


Travel Cases are a Leather Travel Cases 







perfect gift for the are $85,375, $00, $30. 
most important names Rose lacquered metal 
on your list. boxes, $18,$14, $3.85. 





Prices include 
fittings and 
Preparations. 





FOR EVERY WOMAN ON YOUR CHRISTMAS 





Elizabeth Arden’s Bath Salts are delightfully 
fragrant and refreshing. A favorite gift at all 


seasons. Rose, Russian Pine, and 


$1.75, $3, $5. 


irvana. 





Mon Amie Elizabeth, a perfume created espe- 
cially for Elizabeth Arden. Smart cut glass boitle 
in satin-lined box. $27.50. 





Poudre d’Illusion, Elizabeth Arden’s most ex- 
uisite powder, in a satin-lined box. Illusion, 
achel, Ocre, Minerva, Bananaand White. $3. 
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Petite O Boy, Elizabeth Arden’s smart compact, 
a chased gilt case, containing powder or rouge 
or both powder and rouge. $2.50. 


Elizabeth Arden’s Venetian Toilet Preparations are on sale at smart shops all over the United States, Canada and Great Britain, and 
in the principal cities of Europe, Africa, Australasia and the Far East, South America, West Indies and the U. S. Possessions. 


ELIZABETH ARDEN 


PARIS: 2 rue de la Paix 


LONDON: 25 Old 


CHICAGO: 70 E. Walton Place 
PHILADELPHIA: 133 South 18th Street 
BOSTON : 24 Newbury Street 


Bond Street NEW YORK: 673 FIFTH AVENUE 


WASHINGTON: 1147 Connecticut Avenue 
DETROIT: 318 Book Building 
PALM BEACH: 2 Via Parigi 


SAN FRANCISCO: 233 Grant Avenue 
ATLANTIC CITY: Ritz-Carlton Block 
LOS ANGELES: 600 West 7th Street 


BIARRITZ: 2 rue Gambetta 
CANNES: 3 Galeries Fleuries 
© Elizabeth Arden, 1927 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


Awe PPE for wf, 


A POTTERY CAMEL 


JUST 


One may invade the nearest gift shoppe and order 
a dozen [art nouveau knick-knacks. One may cross 
off one’s Christmas list a corresponding number 
of names. There still remains, cynicism to the con- 
trary,amajority of people one really wantsto please. 
People for whom a pottery camel just won't do! 


WONT DO 


Choose thoughtfully, tenderly, easily, the gifts 
you really care about giving—by specializing in 
International Sterling. It is beautiful and beau- 
tifully made. A piece or set may be inexpensive, 
or as costly as you please. Its desirability is as 
unquestioned as its usefulness. 





A mirror made for the pale hands of loveliness is 
the slender, exquisite Delphine. Above a tapering, 
fluted handle satiny high-lights play about the del- 
icate tapestry ground of the mirror-back. An em- 
bossed border of formal design and a graceful mon- 
ogram shield complete the effect of lavish beauty. 
Three pieces, mirror, comb, brush, $95. Accessory 
pieces available. 


























This oval bonbon dish, with its 
pleasing deep-embossed border, 
supplies a festive note wherever 








itis placed. 7@ inches long. No. 15. 
$9.50. 


A tray delightfully unusual ia 
shape, that will glorify dainty 
sandwiches, crusty rolls, or even 
plain breads. 11 inches long. No. 
J24. $20. 











for DECEMBER 1927 





CONTINUE 


Kyort Shopping, eg, 


AT YOUR. JEWELERS 


| a 








wa 














e INTERNATIONAL STERLING 


SEND FOR THESE HELPFUL BOOKS! 
The International Sterling Dresser Silver Catalogue is a de luxe, 18-inch 
brochure showing, in actual sizes and colors, mirrors and other lovely pieces 
from our sterling silver and gold dresser sets for women, as well as complete 


ve 


A graceful, dull-burnished shield shape surmounts a 
slender, shapely handle, in both the mirror and brush 
of the Maid of Orleans dresser service. The lovely orna- 
mentation is French Renaissance. Mirror, comb and 
brush, in a frosty-green fabric case lined with mulberry 
velvet, $60. 


The Lancelot military set—-two sterling backed brushes 
and comb in a neat leather case—is a gift to warm any 
masculine heart! The very simple yet effective design 1s 
engine-turned, as are the monogram shields. Set, $45. 


The gray silk moire lining of a smart black cowhide 
traveling case makes an effective background for its 
dazzling fittings of sterling silver in the beautiful Mad- 
ame Bernhardt pattern. Backs of larger pieces such as 
the mirror display the beauty of the precious metal in 
plain backgrounds, relieved by French Renaissance 
borders and handles.15 pieces, complete with case, $200. 


These impressive salts and peppers are six inches high. 
Their ornamental bandings are as pleasingly propor- 
tioned as the shakers themselves—the whole effect, 
charming. No. S36-1. Pair, $12.50. 


Men enthusiastically approve of the Varsity traveling 
set. They like its compactness; they like the square 
brown buffalo hide case that “stays put” wherever 
placed, even in a Pullman; they like the hinged tops 
that can’t misplace themselves; they like the severely 
simple, mannishly smart design. Eleven pieces in ster- 
ling silver, plus handy stand-up mirror and folding 
razor, $167. 


From these famous flatware patterns in sterling you 
may choose, at whatever price you care to pay, a gift 
that will be received with enthusiasm ... Choose Minuet 


for stately dignity, Wedgwood for lacy loveliness, Fon- 


taine for magnificence and luxury, Pantheon for classic, 
decorative simplicity . . . 26-piece sets that make an 
ideal foundation for a complete formal service, in these 
patterns range from $73.35*%to $90. (8 teaspoons, 4 
dessert knives, 4 dessert forks, 4 bouillon spoons, 4 
individual salad forks, 2 tablespoons.) 


ine Arta “Divisin 
q MERIDEN, 
CONNECTICUT 


dresser and traveling sets for men. We’ll send it for 50 cents—or, if you silver (no charge) 


prefer, we will send the name of the nearest jeweler where you can see the 


brochure and representative pieces of the merchandise. 


by Elsie de Wolfe) for 10 cents, to cover mailing. 


We will also send “Correct Table Silver—Its Choice and Use” (approved 


‘Correct Tablé Silver—Its 





INTERNATIONAL SILVER Co., Meriden, Conn. 
Please fill my order for the following: 


The International Sterling Dresser Silver Brochure (50 cents) 
Name of jeweler where I can see Dresser Silver Brochure and 


‘Choice and Use” (10 cents) ; 
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ANCHOR SANDAL 
Paisley and wartely af Du Barry 
Brocades. Silver or Gold piping. 
Black Satin or Moire. Aloo White 
Satin and Moire for dyeing. 

$26.00 to $32.00 
JANIS 

Patent Leather, Brown Lizard Trim... $18.50 

Brown Kid, Brown Lizard Trim. ...... 22.50 

Gray Lizard, Gun Metal Silk Kid Trim. 22.50 
New Spike Heel 


All Delman Shoes are exclusive Delman 
Creations . .. exclusive in leathers, 
fabrics, colorings and design . . . All 
hand made by Delman in Delman’s own 


ANTOINETTE 
Black Suede, he Lizacd Trim 


$24.00 
Brown Suede, Brown Lizard Trim 


$24.00 
New French Cuban Heel 


w orkrooms . 


Pa Ready for your foot 


or to your order. 


PS. 
Some of the new Delman models for Palin Bear h 


are rea dy. 


DELANAN« 


$58 MADISON AVENUE Between s5ands6 Sts 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 
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Continued from page 116 


snake. Then, quite carelessly, she turned 
round and looked at Jane. Darling Jane 
was behaving perhaps a little unwisely. 
She was laughing up at her partner, with 
a swift backward shake of her cropped 
curls, an entrancing upward tilt of her 
firm little chin. Her hand was resting, 
Fran could see, with slightly more than 
the conventional pressure, on his arm. 
What white teeth he had! In a hotel like 
this—Fran hoped, not at all vaguely this 
time, that poor dear Jane wasn’t going to 
do anything foolish. 

The band stopped again. Jane’s 
partner returned her to her table with 
another bow and a smiling murmur of 
thanks. Fran looked at her. She was 
disarmingly flushed, with a warm, languid 
air of being not quite awake. Smiling 
drowsily, she drank down Fran’s Char- 
treuse, and stared at the little pink shells 
of her finger-nails. 

“Well?” said Fran briskly. 

“Divine,” sighed Jane from a very 
long way off. “Too, foo divine. . .” 

They were silent. 

“His name is Raoul,” murmured Jane. 

“How interesting!’ said Fran coldly. 





HEY were silent. Jane came back 
suddenly from a very long way off, 
and looked at Fran dreamily. 

“I’m so glad, darling, that you insisted 
on coming to the Ambassadeurs.” 

“T’m sure you are, dearest.” 

“You do get such wonderful ideas . . .” 
Jane powdered her nose thoughtfully, and 
added: “It’s terribly lucky that I can 
speak French well.” 

“Why?” asked Fran, a little snappily. 

“Oh, I don’t know. It’s useful abroad. 
My accent was always supposed to be 
rather good—” 

“Mine was 
Madame Durand saying so.’ 

“Fran, you’re mad! Anybody who said 
that your accent was better than mine 
must have been—” 

“Have you been drinking too much 
Chartreuse, Jane?” 

“* Madame?” 

He was at their table again, bowing, 
but this time his dark gaze was on Fran, 
flicked for a moment over the pearls at 
her throat, shifted to the black onyx 
cigaret-case swinging by its thin platinum 
chain from the hand with the Cartier 
emerald, and returned to her face once 
more, smiling. The stormy glitter left 
Fran’s eyes. She looked at Jane. 

“Do you mind, dearest, just for a few 
minutes?” 

“Of course not, pet!” 

Jane’s voice was tinged with the 
sweetish sort of cordiality she employed 
when trying to entertain some one she 
disliked. Suddenly Fran felt very sorry 
indeed for that poor fool George Tempest. 
She rose to her feet, stepped on to the 
dancing floor, and relaxed meltingly into 
Raoul’s arms. They danced, silently, 
swiftly. He was as supple, as sure-footed 
as some large cat; actually, thought Fran, 
there was something a little feline about 
him. Glancing up, ever so slightly, she 
saw a flash of very white teeth, lids 
narrowing smilingly over blank dark 
eyes. A sharp little prick of excitement 
shuddered deliciously down her spine. 


better. I remember 


, 


“TT IS such a pleasure,” he murmured, 
“to dance with Madame.” 

“Really? Do you—do you think so?” 

“But certainly! You are a born dancer 
—one can tell that at once. . .. Are you 
staying long at the Ambassadeurs, 
Madame?” 

“Oh, a long time,” said Fran vaguely. 
“Weeks and weeks, I expect—” 

“Ah!” 

Now what, thought Fran, does that 
mean? She thought him faintly sinister— 
a disturbing quality. Even in his best 
moments dear old Willie had never been 
sinister, but then he had never pretended 
to have that figure, or those adorable 
little side whiskers. Jane’s face flickered 
into her line of vision, white and expres- 
sionless as a blank paper disk. Poor old 
George! She had never pitied George 
before, but now she saw quite plainly that 
there were times when Jane— 

“Madame is French, naturally?” 
“What makes you think that?” mur- 


mured Fran, turning upwards one of those 
soft, somber looks. 

“Ts it possible that I have been mis. 
taken? The purity of Madame’s accent 
above all the indescribable grace, the 
chic—” 

Well, these Argentines didn’t believe in 
wasting much time! Fran felt that if she 
were not very careful she would be losing 
her head. It was too bad, just when she 
was settling down comfortably to doing 
without thrills, to being an adequate wife 
to poor darling Willie. . . 

‘“‘T’m English,” she said weakly. 

“Ah! English! And you make holiday 
by yourself while monsieur le mari is left 
at home? Ah, ah, one understands!” 

“One does, doesn’t one?” smiled Fran 
faintly. 


HE was almost glad when Raoul de- 
posited her at their table once more. 
Really, half a dozen turns round the room 
with that young man seemed to go to the 
head more than double the amount’ in 
glasses of green Chartreuse. She looked a 
little dizzily at Jane, and met a cold blue 
glacier of a stare. 

“Shall we go up, dearest?” 

“Just as you like, sweetie.” 

They gathered their belongings to- 
gether, and with elaborate politeness 
stood aside for each other to pass. At the 
door two brilliant smiles focused upon 
Raoul’s solitary table, met on their return 
journey, and froze into slightly strained 
expressions of indifference. 

“Darling Jane!” murmured Fran. 

“Darling Fran!” 

“Tt feel much, much better already for 
having come.” P 

“Too, too 
emptily. 

Her thoughts were obviously elsewhere. 
At the door of her room she remarked: 

“T wish I’d told Anderson to pack my 
silver Chanel.” : 

“Why, pet?” asked Fran, who knew. 

“Oh, I don’t know. It might have 
come in useful. . . . Cood-night, dearest.” 

“‘Good-night, Jane darling.” 

They embraced tenderly. Still ten- 
derly, but with the faintest shadow of 
constraint hanging between them when 
they looked into each other’s eyes. 


wonderful,” said Jane 


EXT morning Jane Tempest, propped 

up in bed with a breakfast tray, 
thought of Raoul almost indifferently. 
Astonishing how different things look in 
the morning! She and Fran had been 
perhaps a little unhinged—the tiring 
train journey, the natural emotional 
excitement of having left George and 
Willie, and then on top of it all that 
green Chartreuse. . . . Jane munched toast 
contentedly, dug a spoon in her grape- 
fruit. She thought of George. Darling 
George! And to think that one or two 
harmless little glasses of Chartreuse had 
made her thrill to the touch of a riffraff 
Argentine’s polite finger-tips against her 
shoulder-blades! It was good to be back 
in George’s world again, a solid, comfort- 
able, English-made world, where really 
nice women didn’t do these things, where 
—Fran was very quict next door. 

“Fran!” called Jane. “Darling! Coo- 
ee!” 

There was utter silence. Jane threw 
back the bedclothes, slipped her feet into 
mules, and pattered over to open the 
communicating door. Fran was up and 
out. Jane came slowly back into her own 
room, a little disappointed. She had 
wanted to tell Fran quickly how sillily 
she had felt about Raoul the night before, 
how— At the open window she paused, 
transfixed. 

“Oh!” gasped Jane indignantly. 

In the morning sunlight he looked 
better-looking than ever. She noticed it 
at once. So that was why Fran had got 
up and sneaked out so quietly? And she 
had taken the trouble to put on that 
lovely little green Patou sports suit, with 
—Jane could see from here—a touch of 
the exciting new lipstick they had got 
passing through Paris. . . Oh, how dared 
she, how dared she? 

“Mean, mean, mean!” raged Jane, 
leaning out of the window to see the last 
of their retreating forms. “Getting up 

(Continued on page 122) 
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U ‘Dolly-Madison~ y 


That expected “surprise” 


ATURALLY, your Christmas present from him will be a “surprise.” But the wise 
woman has methods all her own for making ita pleasant surprise. She manages— 
quite casually, of course—to show him this advertisement. 


“Oh,” she ex laims, “Look . . . this lovely design wsecm Dolly “Madison, they call it... in 
Sterling Silver. See how the oval of the mirror comes shaping to adelicate point atthe top. 
And that slim, beveled handle ...and what a charming little ornament between the scrolls.” 

“Yes,” he agvees brief “very pretty.” But inwardly he is sighing with velief: “Now: I 
know something she'll like.” 

Dolly “Madison is one of a number of exquisite Wallace designs for the dressing table. It 
will be easier for y« yu to choose if y< ou will allow us to send youengravings of allthese patterns. 

Ask your jeweler to show you Wallace Silver. If, by chance, he does not have what you 


wish, we shall be pleased to attend to it for you. Addvess R. Wallace % Sons Mfg. Co., 
812 Wallace Park, Wallingford, Conn. 


On this page 
is the 3-piece 
set in. compact 
case costing 
$49, and the 
beautiful mir- 
ror, 14 1-8 in. 
long, at $25. 
The brush with 
fine, hand-sewn 
bristles and 
comb by them- 
selves are $20; 
a complete set 
of 8 pieces hold- 
ing all of the 
essential toilet 
articles is, $70. 
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THE GIFT OF fURS 
To give Her a Creation in 
Furs by A. Jaeckel, is to give 
Her the utmost of her desire 


JAECKEL & CO. 
sivel 


rriers u 
Fifth Ave. Bet.35-36 Sts, New York 

























































DEAREST 


early when she knows I never—that poor 
fool Willie! Some one ought to warn him 
the way Fran makes a fool of herself run- 
ning after men directly she getsa—oh, how 
dare she?” 


GHE had bathed and dressed by the 

time Fran appeared again. Jane 
knew that glowing, secret, excited look. 
Fran always looked that way when she 
was about to tell Jane how she had found 
some one or other so absolutely devastat- 
ing that she simply had to let him. Jane 
knew. 

“Good morning, darling!” cried Fran. 
“How did you sleep, sweetie?” 

Jane’s eyes stared at her in the glass 
accusingly, cold glacier blue flashing 
against stormy black silver. 

“T saw you on the terrace just now 
with Raoul.” 

Fran had the grace to start. 

“Oh! Did you? I was arranging with 
him about some lessons—”’ 

“Lessons?” 

“He’s going to teach me the tango. 
I’ve always thought it was such a divine 
dance. He says I’ve got just the right 
temperament for—” 

Her voice faded. 

“Really?” smiled Jane. “What a 
wonderful idea, darling! I think I'll get 
Raoul to give me a few lessons, too—” 

““Do, dearest!” 

“When we get home we'll be able to 
teach George and Willie—” 

“We will, won’t we, pet?” 

They looked at each other bitterly. 

For the two weeks of their stay Mrs. 
George Tempest and Mrs. William Crane 
hardly stirred outside the Ambassadeurs’ 
grounds. In the mornings they had their 
tango lessons, in the afternoons there were 
thés dansants, and after dinner they took 
up positions in the Palm Court. In odd 
moments they wrote to George and Willie, 
saying how divine the Céte d’Azur was 
looking, and what a lovely quiet rest they 
were having, and was Willie’s chest 
troubling him at all, and tell cook to be 
sure and make the savory you like, George 
dear, and how wonderful it would be to 
get back home again to their darling old 
Willie and George. In unguarded mo- 
ments they looked darkly into each other’s 
eyes, and read there the truth. 

But they were still inseparably devoted, 
still very much dearest friends. It was 
“darling Jane” and “darling Fran” just 
as it had always been. Occasionally, if 
Jane danced twice running with Raoui, or 
if Fran, intent on learning some new step, 
nestled her cheek a little too close to his, 
it became sweetheart and angel, uttered 
meltingly with looks which met like a 
clash of steel. 


’ 


HE young man himself seemed quite 

alive to the delicacy of his situation. 
He managed things with the utmost tact, 
murmuring to Jane identically what he 
murmured to Fran, holding Fran no 
closer than he would presently hold Jane, 
doling out to them an impartial ration of 
compliments, disturbing glances, and 
pressures of the hand. Impassively he 
watched the little comedy of the beautiful 
young English mesdames who loved so 
much, so much, it appeared, to dance. 
Impassively he obliged them at one 
hundred francs a time, exhibiting no 
emotion whether it was the blonde curls 
of Madame Tempest or the shining dark 
waves of Madame Crane that brushed his 
cheek. 

“T suppose,” said Jane, “that we shall 
have to tip Raoul before we leave.” 

““T suppose so, pet.” 

“T don’t know how we shall ever get 
him to accept it. He’s terribly sensitive, 
poor darling.” 

“You don’t have to tell me that, 
dearest.” 

They were almost painfully affectionate 
to each other now. Fran could hardly 
bear Jane out of her sight. If Jane missed 
Fran for a moment she would comb the 
Ambassadeurs until she found her. Their 
devotion was positively touching, but it 
had in it some slight element of tension. 
The atmosphere was faintly electric as it 
is on a summer evening before a storm. 

Jane sounded the first clap of thunder 
by appearing one night at dinner in a new 


(Continued from page 120) 
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frock for which she had surreptitiously 
wired to Paris. There was nothing of the 
widow about that frock, even of the harm. 
less grass variety. It shimmered with 
diamanté, it sketched in a skirt above the 
knees and glittering threads of straps over 
the shoulders, and it set every head in the 
Ambassadeurs’ restaurant turning after 
Jane as she walked, tall, slim, blonde as 
wheat, down its length toward their table. 
“Do you like it, dear?” she asked Fran, 
“Too, too divine, of course, pet, but 
isn’t it just a little—?” 
“Do you think so, darling?” said Jane 
m! iy. 
“T don’t know that it’s the sort of thing 
George would like to see you wearing.” 
“Oh, George!” giggled Jane. “J 
thought you were so modern, Fran? No. 
I dare say he wouldn’t. I Jook far too 
attractive in it, that’s wot.” 
“For heaven’s sake,” said Fran coldly, 
“‘don’t try out the bubbling ingénue stuff 
on me, Jane. It’s entirely wasted.” 


ANE did not answer. Her gaze had 

become fixed. Fran, turning, was in 
time to see a shimmer that rivaled even 
Jane’s disappearing behind the palms 
that screened the restaurant door. She 
saw Brazilian diamonds flashing under 
loops of thick black hair, pearls creeping 
in a slow tide over a massive bosom 
lavishly displayed by a tightly-fitting 
sequin gown, and onyx and diamond 
bracelets loading one arm from wrist to 
elbow. 

“Heavens!” said Fran, blinking. 

Jane looked contemptuous. 

“What a dreadful woman! She must 
have arrived to-day. Did you see those 
earls?” 

“‘T should think she was an Argentine,” 
observed Fran. 

Jane jumped a little. 

“Oh, do you think so . . .? I thought 
her dreadfully vulgar. All those bracelets! 
Disgusting!” 

“Tt’s just the sort of thing that would 
appeal to an Argentine,” murmured Fran, 
gazing absently at the diamanté straps 
glittering over Jane’s shoulders. 

“Dreadful, darling!” agreed Jane, but 
she kept on glancing a little uneasily 
toward the restaurant door. Fran’s re- 
mark seemed to have made her pro- 
foundly thoughtful. There was thought 
in her face as she stood in the doorway of 
the Palm Court fifteen minutes later, 
watching the graceful curve of Raoul’s 
sleek black head over that other with its 
white fire of diamonds at the ears. His 
partner said something to him, and he 
bent his handsome face closer, murmuring, 
showing all those magnificent teeth. 

Jane was pale. She looked at Fran. 
Fran was angrily flushed. 

“Somehow,” she said carelessly, “I 
don’t feel as though I want to dance to- 
night, do you, sweetheart?” 

Sweetheart said that somehow she 
didn’t. It was odd, but dancing seemed 
to have lost all its attraction for her. 
Should they go for a little stroll in the 
garden?” 

“Lovely, dearest,” said Jane flatly. 


HEY found a seat on the terrace, just 

outside the arc of light thrown by the 
Palm Court’s French windows. For a 
long time they were silent, broodingly. 
At last, “Those bracelets!” said Jane. 

“T expect she’s the wife of some beastly 
Argentine who’s made millions by canning 
beef or something—!” 

“T suppose,” said Jane bitterly, “she’s 
hired Raoul for the evening.” 

“Really, Jane! I won’t have you re- 
ferring to Raoul as though he were 4 
taxi!” 

“Well, isn’t he something very like it? 
The hundreds and hundreds of francs 
I’ve spent—” 

“Only in order to make a perfect fool 
of yourself!” 

“Fran!” 

“Do you suppose I don’t know why 
you wired for that dress from Paris? 
Really, Jane, some one ought to tell 
George how you go on the moment his 
back is turned. Making yourself cheap—” 

“Cheap? Well, I like that! Yes, I 


must say that comes well from you—!”’ 
(Concluded on page 124) 
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You will, of course, want 
Shuglovs immediately. 
Your favorite shop is 
showing them, in Nude, 
Gray, Brown and Black, 
with two types of heels, 
the Universal for mili- 
tary, military high and 
spiked heel—the Cuban 
for the lower and flatter 
heels. 


$5.00 a pair 


Shuglov is made of 
lightest rubber, wash- 
able inside and out. The 
trim, decorative top is 
worn up or down with 
equal smartness. 





















Say the Women of Fastidious 
New York About 





Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 
(Pronounced Shoe-Glove) 


The Vogue in Footwear 
Protection for Women 


HE modern woman who goes 

about in all sorts of weather 
now selects from her shoe bag the 
most fragile pair—and wears them 
in utmost safety—thanks to Shu- 
glov. And sacrifices none of their 
style and smartness. 

For chic Shuglovs ... in addi- 
tion to the complete protection 
they bring to shoes and stockings 
—are undeniably fashionable. 

Leading footwear stylists de- 
signed them . . . gave them the 
modish note that footwear pro- 
tection has so sadly lacked. 

Let it rain ... let tripping heels 
splash, as heels will do... you no 
longer worry —either of weather 
or style—for the trim foot that 
wears Shuglov is clad with an eye 
to both. 

You will see Shuglov on the 
smartest feet of America’s smart- 
est streets. Their feather light- 
ness .. . their becoming and har- 
monizing colors ... have brought 
to Shuglov that happy and spon- 
taneous recognition that the clever 
American woman accords only those 
things that are really deserving. 
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DEAREST 


HARPER’S BAZAR 
FRIENDS 


(Concluded from page 122) 


“‘T wish you’d lower your voice, Jane,” 
said Fran coldly. 

“T’m not going to. I shall scream and 
scream if I like. Some one ought to tell 
George, ought they? Well, what about 
Willie? It would open Willie’s eyes a bit 
if he knew how you ran after a dancing 
pro. at the Ambassadeurs until he was—” 

“How dare you, Jane!” 

“Only I suppose it wouldn’t make any 
difference to Willie. He always was a 
fool. Nobody but a fool would ever have 
put up with—” 


“I’m beginning to admire George. 
Poor George! All these years suffering 
silently—” 


“You're being insulting, Fran!” 

“You're being vulgar, coarse, and alto- 
gether insufferable, Jane! If I did not 
know that it was just your natural char- 
acter coming out I should say that you 
were slightly intoxicated.”’ 

“How dare you! How dare you!” 
sobbed Jane. 

A murmur of voices made them pause. 
Raoul and his Argentine millionairess had 
found the room hot, and strolled out on- 
to the terrace. Jane and Fran shrank 
back into the shadows. Raoul’s voice 
carried perfectly on the soft night air, but 
his partner’s was more subdued. 

“Tt is such a pleasure to dance with 
Madame. But certainly! You are a born 
dancer—one can tell that at once... 
Such indescribable grace, such chic! . . . 
Ah, Madame, if you knew what happiness 
it is in my profession to find one out of 
all these ladies who can. . .” 

A low murmur, and the flash of that 
outrageously-jeweled arm as it was lifted 
to Raoul’s lips. Inside the band struck 
up once more. 


“Shall we go in, Madame? It is le dango 
. e J 
the dance of passion, of youth, of...” 

Outside on the terrace it was very quiet, 
They sat, not looking at each other. At 
last: 

“He said all that to me,” said Jane. 

“And to me! 

“In a week or two it won’t be only her 
hand he'll be kissing.” , 

‘Jane! Did he—?”’ 

“Yes. Out here one evening when 
you’d gone up to fetch a handkerchief. 
Fran! Yod don’t mean that he—” 

“Yes. One morning when he was giving 
me a tango lesson.” 

They were silent. 

“The night he first saw us,” said Fran, 
“‘T was wearing poor Willie’s pearls.” 

““T was wearing George’s.”’ 

“And a few diamond bracelets and 
things. I suppose we looked—well, ex- 
pensive, Jane.” 

“T suppose we did, Fran.” 

They were silent. 

“Fran!” 

“‘ Jane?” 

“T think I’ll wire George to-morrow 
that I’m starting for home.” 

“T—I think I'll wire Willie, Jane.” 

In silence they listened to a few bars of 
le tango. In silence they groped for each 
other’s hands. 

“Darling Jane!” 

“Darling Fran!” 

“Tt’s so wonderful, dear, to feel that 
we’ve stuck together through everything.” 

‘“*T don’t know what I should have done 
without you, dearest—”’ 

“My own Jane!” 

“Fran, my sweetest!” 

They embraced each other tenderly, 
like lovers... 


PARIS SETS HER SEAL 


(Concluded from page 84) 


into two types, the cloche shape with the 
narrow brim, sometimes in front only, 
and the brimless toque, made of a great 
variety of materials. At Reboux’s, 
some of the greatest successes witis smart 
women are the amusing “‘ Mise en plis,” 
which is a soleil felt, pressed to look like 
the hair after a water wave; “Frileuse,” 
a felt with a V over one eye and a tiny 
felt bow; “‘Leilah,” a toque of velvet or 
felt with the cuff of colored velvet, 
shirred so closely that it imitates Persian 
lamb. For sports, there are beige felts, 
cloche in form, sometimes printed with 
fine lines of brown; felt caps covered with 
large chenille dots, the brim on each side 
sometimes prolonged till it ties in a knot 
on top of the head; and a silky felt with a 
beaver felt border, the border being used 
as trimming. The little veil is trying 
hard for general favor. The aigrette is 
also trying to return. There are lots of 
aigrettes at Reboux’s, but so far more on 
the stands than on the heads of the 
clients. 

Agnés herself wears the knitted 
chenille cap which Luza has drawn, with 


ODDS AND ENDS 


her Louiseboulanger costume, as 
see on the Last Minute pages. Some- 
times she adds a short veil to this 
chenille cap with the same intention 
of proving that it is millinery and 
not hairdressing. For Lady Abdy, whose 
clothes are always distinctive and signifi- 
cant, Agnés is making a new model which 
will uncover the forehead as far back as 
the line of the hair, like a beauty of the 
Italian Renaissance, who pulled out with 
tweezers any hair on the brow that in- 
terrupted a line as sharp as if it had been 
drawn with a pencil. There’s novelty for 
you! Agnés is making for her smartest 
clients many felts of two colors, folded or 
cut into triangular sections like the 
sections of a modern gown. Down on one 
side, and up on the other, is the rule for 
the movement of most of these hats. 
Hallie Stiles, who buys her hats at Agnés’s, 
is wearing in Luza’s sketch of her a bold 
design in black and white felt, which 
Agnés also does in black and white broad- 
tail with smart effect. Her feather 
toques, more like wigs than hats, are 
winning deserved recognition. 


you 


OF LONDON 


(Concluded from page 104) 


unfortunately it is still to open as I write 
these words—at the Court Theater, where 
the stage direction is again in the hands of 
M. Komisarievsky. The season is an 
international one. The first play to be 
produced is one upon the life of Paul I. of 
Russia, written by Merejkovsky. The 
second will be a dramatization of Arnold 
Bennett’s “Mr. Prohack.” And the 
announcements for future occasions are of 
the utmost interest. One of them is a 
play by Bernard Shaw—but which one 
is not divulged. 

And another is a play by H. G. Wells. 





What this an be, I cannot imagine, al- 
though it is possible that Mr. Wells has 
had plenty of time to write an entirely 
new play upon an entirely new theme. 
The world has never seen a play by Mr. 
Wells, and the extent of his share in “The 
Wonderful Visit” was always a matter of 
doubt and controversy. A new play, 
therefore, would be an event, particularly 
if it were guaranteed to be the latest 
work to come from its gifted author's 
pen. With such a beginning, the Inter- 
national Season at the Court Theater 
promises to be full of value. 
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Wherever you go, you will find the La 
Salle the pronounced favorite in the smarter, 
more discriminating circles. The reason is 
plain. The more one appreciates charm of 
contour and of color, and values the finer 
points of motor car performance, the higher 
is the La Salle esteemed. The powerful 
appeal of the LaSalle lies in the surpassing 


degree in which it combines unique style 











FAVORITE—IN SMART CIRCLES EVERYWHERE 


and exquisite beauty, with performance 
so smooth, so brilliant, as to be a con~- 


tinuous source of gratification and delight. 


Only a car upon which has been lavished 


dhe finest workmanship of Fisher Body 


craftsmen, and which enjoys the engineer~ 
ing supremacy of the 90-degree, V-type, 8- 
cylinder engine design, could approach 


so near complete and detailed perfection 


You may possess a LaSalle on the liberal term-payment plan of the General Motors 
Acceptance Corporation— the appraisal value of your used car acceptable as cash 


CADILLAC MOTOR CAR COMPANY 
DIVISION OF GENERAL MOTORS CORPORATION 


DETROIT, MICHIGAN 


OSHAWA, CANADA 
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le Debut Bleu . . in blue flacon 


for the mood of romance 


Romance weaves her spell 
— today — tomorrow. 
And this enchanting odeur whispers of the soft, 
caressing magic that makes Romance, of all a 
woman's moods, the loveliest. The fragrance of a 
dream world, sealed in an exquisite little flacon of 
For each mood 


symbolic blue and silver 


there is a le Debut perfume. So some time, in 


he Debut 
RICHARD 
MUDNUT 

PARIS 
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your favorite shop, life the stoppers from these 


four piquant little flacons and explore the mystery 
and delight which each fragrance holds for you. 


BLANC oin crystal flacon oo Gaiety 
PARFUM 


NOIR o oin black flacon °° Sophistication 


le Début |VERT ¢ cin green flacon co o Adventure 
BLEU o oin blue flacon ¢ o Romance 


Created, sealed, and packaged in the Paris laboratoire of 
RICHARD HUDNUT and first offered to a delighted clientéle 
at the Salon of RICHARD HUDNUT, 20 Rue de la Paix. 
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NOT TO BE OPENED 


(Continued from page ror) 


were secretly suffering. She was named 
Mattie and had apparently no mental 
contact at all with the immediate life 
about her. 


AFTER tea, Roberta changed into a 
negligée and slippers. The bed- 
room, in contrast with the sitting-room, 
struck her as delightful. It was all in 
ink and baby blue, with an Italian bed 
and Italian painted furniture, and was 
redolent of silken femininity. All the 
laid-out toilet articles were of surpassing 
elegance and beauty. Roberta touched 
them with reverence. The room was a 
sanctuary; the dressing-table a veritable 
altar. Any little rancor she might have 
felt toward Dotty vanished as she realized 
what a haven these rooms would be to her. 
She returned to the sitting-room to find 
that the table had been cleared, the fire 
made up, and a copy of the Evening 
Standard laid on a tabouret beside a big 
arm-chair. How inviting it was; what 
peace descended on her! She felt the 
vibration of London’s mighty heart. 

There was a knock and the door opened, 
disclosing a tall, deprecatory young man, 
with faultlessly cut and parted fair hair. 

“T hope you will permit me to come in 
a moment,” he said in a most agreeable 
voice. ‘My name is St. John-Goode, and 
Iam a friend of Dotty’s, and she entrusted 
me with a message for you before she 
left for Paris.” 

Roberta begged him to come in and 
occupy the other armchair before the 
fire. He willingly did so, and reaching 
toward one of the many cigaret-boxes, 
asked permission to smoke. Covertly 
she noticed he was very smart-looking, 
with the ease and air of a man accustomed 
to good society. His age was perhaps 
thirty-three or four and the faultless 
hair was already retreating at the 
temples. His thin face and spare body 
suggested ill-health; his shabby suit, 
well cut though it was, that he was not 
very affluent. 

“Dotty’s gota fortnight’s engagement 
in Paris,” he said, “‘and she has made such 
a hit that they are keeping her on. She 
thought this might happen; she always 
looks on the bright side of things, and the 
bright side responds, as it always does to 
cheery optimists. She was most awfully 
cut up at not being here to meet you, 
and put it on me to do the honors.” 

He smiled, took a puff at his cigaret, 
and then added: “‘Or the apologies.” 

Roberta murmured inquiringly, ‘“‘ Apol- 
ogies—what do you mean?” 

“Oh, this God-awful room,” he said. 
“Dotty is the dearest person in the world 
but you could spread all her taste on a 
three-penny bit.” 

“Tt seems very delightful to me after 

» all my traveling,” said Roberta loyally. 

Mr. St. John-Goode accepted the re- 
proof with a gesture of his hand; that 
was one of the pleasantest things about 
him—his quick perception and his good 
humor. 

“T am a neighbor of yours here,” he 
went on. “My official name is Top- 
floor Front. The idea is that I am to 
serve you hand and foot till Dotty gets 
back, and you must please tell me if 
everything is all right, and if you want to 
send any telegrams or anything.” 

But Roberta had no telegrams, and her 
eyes said nothing would please her better 
than to continue the talk. Mr. St. John- 
Goode himself had the air of asking noth- 
ing better, and there was a very evident 
admiration in his thin face. When Ro- 
berta liked a man it had a very enhancing 
effect on her good looks; her eyes grew 
glossy, her color heightened, her lips, 
parting on shining teeth, seemed to ask 
for kisses. Certainly St. John-Goode 
thought her one of the most stunning 
creatures he had ever met, and thus did 
not a little to fire the beauty he admired. 


ET as they discussed Dotty, whom 

St. John-Goode adored and gossiped 
about with remarkable frankness, Roberta 
felt that he was a very different man from 
the kind she was used to. Usually her 
admirers had to be kept in their place, 
and if given any opportunity were apt to 
get out of hand. In fact, that was the 
whole delicious game—dancing on the 


brink. But St. John-Goode, though 
daring in words, gave the impression of 
limiting his audacity to them. There 
was no pursuing male about St. John- 
Goode. 

When Dotty declined as a subject, their 
conversation grew amore personal. It 
came about through his asking some ques- 
tions in regard to Western Canada. Did 
it offer any opportunity for a man like 
himself, with say a hundred pounds and 
a willingness to rough it? Raising cattle? 
Modestly, of course; a fortune could not 
be gained in a day. She seemed so clear- 
sighted, so practical, St. John-Goode was 
sure she could give him the most priceless 
advice. 

“Yes, I can,” she replied. 
in one word—don’t.” 

His expression was so pained that she 
had to elucidate the subject—had to 
justify herself. Take her brother, for 
instance. The whole history of the 
Double Diamond Ranch unfolded itself 
sadly. St. John-Goode became so de- 
pressed that he had to find himself a 
whisky-and-soda. 

“T simply must find something to do,” 
he said. “If it is not Canada, it must be 
something. I can’t go on like this.” 

He needed no encouragement to ex- 
plain why, though he made it unexpect- 
edly brief. Roberta wondered whether 
it had not become condensed through 
repeated telling. Fourth son, unbounded 
wealth and acres, the war, three colossal 
death duties in succession, crushing losses 

besides, ruin. Two of his elder brothers 
had been killed in action, and that was 
how a grateful country had rewarded 
their devotion. Hew, the eleventh baron, 
was running a garage at Sutton. The 
estates yielded only enough to keep 
the mater out of, the poorhouse, and pay 
the lawyers. 


“And it is 


HEN the story lagged. Perhaps its 

continuance was less often told; had 
not by repetition fallen into a formula. 
A flush spread over St. John-Goode’s 
lean countenance. 

“T had a chum in my regiment named 
Peets,” he went on at last. “Morty 
Peets, and an awfully decent sort, though 
his father was a tradesman. That was 
why he stuck to me, I suppose, because 
I wasn’t as snobbish as the others. Well, 
we got stuck in a shell-hole together, and 
he was badly wounded and died. Of 
course on my next leave I went to see his 
people, and you can imagine how his 
mother went on. I would have dropped 
the thing there, but she kept it up; you 
know—post-cards, socks, nothing too 
good for me on my rare leaves. Then 
when I was demobbed and did not know 
which way to turn, the dear old thing 
offered me four hundred a year till I could 
get on my feet.” 

“Well?” asked Roberta, as he paused. 

“T have never got on them,” he said. 
“That was in 1919, and I am still drawing 
that four hundred.” 

To comfort him Roberta remarked that 
he had evidently taken the dead son’s 
place in the mother’s heart, and that it 
was very beautiful, very touching. 

“But there is another brother, and 
two married sisters and a swine of a 
father,” continued St. John-Goode in a 
tone of indignation, “and they harass 
me and insult me till it is almost more 
than flesh and blood can stand to take 
the money. In fact, it is to come to an 
end in four months, and I must find some- 
thing to do, or starve.” 

Roberta, trying to be sympathetic, 
achieved a helpful murmur. 

“Of course there is their side of it,” 
St. John-Goode went on, while he drew 
out a pocketbook and carefully extracted 
a small newspaper cutting. “Six years 
does seem a long time for a chap to look 
for a job, and though they are well off 
they aren’t really rich. And there have 
been intermissions, but none of them long 
enough for me to let go that four hundred. 
I have worked at dozens of things— 
selling motors oh commission—explaining 
washing-machines at a British Homes 





Exposition—canvassing for wireless sets 
—secretary four times over to four 
fiends.” 

(Continued on page 126) | 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


NOT TO BE OPENED 


(Continued from page 125) 


Laying the clipping on Roberta’s knee, 
he added, with an inappropriate cheerful- 
ness, that this was his last drowning cry: 

“Bachelor, Etonian (32), splendid war 
record, widely traveled and experienced, 
exceptionally broad-minded, energetic 
and tactful, seeks interesting, remunera- 
tive occupation involving neither office 
drudgery, canvassing, nor investment. 
Write Box K, 221, The Times, E. C. 4.” 

“ And did you get any answers?” asked 
Roberta. 

“That is the incredible part of it,” he 
replied. “Even the girl at the desk 
thought this was one of the best adver- 
tisements she had ever read, and she was 
a college-bred expert who supplied gram- 
mar to advertisers. Just a single answer 
from an insane asylum.” 

They both laughed. St. John-Goode 
finished his glass, threw away his end of a 
cigaret and rose to go. 

“You are perfectly charming,” he 
said, ‘‘and all I have done to recognize it 
is to talk endlessly about myself. Please 
forgive me, or rather blame yourself 
for having been so nice to a poor lost dog.” 

Their hands clasped. 

“T am one, too,” she said. “TI can’t 
tell you how I have enjoyed my evening.” 

“Then perhaps you will call me Freddy. 
Everybody does.” 

“Should love to—and you will call me 
Bobbie.” 

Another clasp. 

“‘Good-night, Bobbie.” 

“‘Good-night, Freddy.” 


HE next morning Roberta received 

an early visit from her landlady— 
though that word never seemed appro- 
priate to any one so gay, dimpled, and 
well-bred as Mrs. Vincent. Everything 
about plump Mrs. Vincent radiated 
energy and good-humor, competence and 
kindness. Of course she must have seen 
better days, but she never referred to 
them, and could be very sharp in quelling 
personal questions. She kept a lodging- 
house, and anything else was none of 
anybody’s damned business. Damns 
flew freely from that pretty mouth. 
When Vincie lost her temper she lost it 
right royally. 

But if she were not very expansive 
about herself, she liked to gossip about 
her lodgers. One might think she kept 
them—like pet rabbits—for no other 
reason than for her entertainment. On 
this morning, for instance, after the 
usual housekeeperly talk, she remained 
to volunteer a crisp and amusing descrip- 
tion of her other inmates. 

Freddy was a dear, wasn’t he? There 
was not a better fellow in the world than 
Freddy, and if he were such a dreadful 
failure was it not because he was whisked 
away from Cambridge, and his studies 
at the Bar which were to follow, in order 
to fight for his country? Did Bobbie 
know that he was an Honorable? That 
his father had been Lord Welwyn? That 
his brother, the present baron, kept a 
garage at Sutton? That was what the 
war had done for England—smashed the 
upper class for all the riffraff to walk 
over. Sometimes when Mr. Yamaguchi 
asked questions—such penetrating ques- 
tions—she was ashamed to be an English- 
woman. 

Mr. Yamaguchi? Oh, he was the 
Japanese artist on the floor above, and 
such an earnest, serious man. His wife, 
who was lots younger than he, was an 
American Japanese; born in California, 
and my word, a proper handful for the 
poor man! Bessie, that was her name, 
was mad for dance-clubs, suppers at the 
Café Imperial, off with anybody who 
would ask her, and said she was going to 
write a book called: “‘Knees I Have Sat 
On.”’ Oh, a saucy piece and in her funny 
little way as pretty as a picture. Her 
father was one of the richest men in an 
American place called Sacramento, and 
gave her quite a good allowance, though 
she had run away and married poor old 
Horatio without his permission. That 
was what gave her the whip hand, be- 
cause Mr. Yamaguchi made next to 
nothing with his pictures. Whenever he 
made a rumpus about her conduct she 
would threaten to go home—which to her 
was Sacramento—and marry “a live 


wire’—whatever that was. But they 
paid their bills on the nail, did their own 
cooking in a thing the size of a hat-box 
and would give away the clothes off their 
backs. 

And the top floor? Who lived there? 

Oh, Freddy in front, and the rear room 
was unoccupied. 


THs last word caused a cloud to pass 
over Mrs. Vincent’s face. It was only 
twelve and sixpence and the cheapest 
room she had—and one would think that 
it ought to be the readiest to let. But 
it was worse than haunted because it 
seemed only to attract undesirables, 
The nicest girl, if she once got into the 
twelve-and-sixpenny, would gradually re- 
veal herself as—one of those creatures, 
The best-appearing young man would 
reel home drunk, or would start keeping 
pigeons or smoking opium or go balmy on 
you. Hoodooed, that was what Bessie 
called it in her funny language. The last 
man was quiet enough, but it looked-sus- 
picious that he should take in all the 
morning and evening papers in London— 
it seemed more reading than a twelve-and- 
sixpenny lodger was entitled to—and 
fearing he was the Cat Burglar she had 
given him notice. And now the room was 
vacant, awaiting a fresh disaster. 

But here was Mattie calling from half- 
way down the stairs. Perhaps it was a 
new twelve-and-sixpenny, though what 
ailed the girl to make such a row? Before 
the war she would have come up properly. 
But all manners had disappeared nowa- 
days. Well, she hoped Bobbie would have 
a pleasant day seeing the new clothes in 
the shops? Of course, that was the way 
to do—to have a good look first—and if 
Bobbie preferred a real dinner instead of 
high-tea—? And off Vincie bustled, 
exuding energy and competence, and 
leaving behind her the memory of that 
dimpled smile in a room that had grown 
the richer by her presence. 

It was the height of the season, and 
Roberta, more conscious than ever of 
her wretched clothes and yet deter- 
minedly economical, spent the day in 
studying the fashions. Bond Street; 
Regent Street; the matinée crowds; the 
Park. Clothes in the windows; clothes 
on passing women, a composite picture of 
the mode. She had made up her mind 
to lay out a hundred and fifty pounds, 
and it was essential that it should be well 
spent. She had placed her whole fortune 
of thirteen hundred and fifty pounds in a 
bank in the King’s Road; part of it in the 
form of a draft from Carlotta, and the 
balance that cheque for five hundred she 
had received from the Directors of the 
London Merchants’ and Companies’ 
Bank. In her bag she had nearly forty 
pounds. Altogether she was far richer 
than she had ever been in her life, and 
in consequence—capital being notoriously 
timid—she experienced a strange and 
hitherto unknown caution. 


IX THE course of three days she had 

made herself extremely presentable, 
and it seemed a flattering proof of her 
success that Freddy St. John-Goode, 
himself so smart, should have gone 
into ecstasies about her. Freddy had a 
real clothes-sense, and could be as critical 
of a hat or a bag as any woman, and with 
a finer judgment than most. He was so 
enraptured with her tailor-made that he 
took it to tea at the Berkeley; the invita- 
tion was thus limited, and Bobbie merely 
went because of the inability of the 
tailor-made to go without her. They had 
the jolliest tea together, and laughed 
so much that people turned round to 
look at them. 

Any girl would like to be seen in public 
with Freddy; he had such an unmistak- 
able air of breeding and rank, in spite of 
clothes that had long since seen their best 
days. That tea at the Berkeley marked a 
big advance in their intimacy. She told 
him of her father’s suicide; of her intention 
to sift the terrible story to the bottom 
as soon as she had the leisure or the cour- 
age; of her longing to disprove it. Freddy, 
intensely moved, volunteered his ardent 
cooperation, and was so pleased at being 
called a pillar of strength that he almost 
(Continued on page 128) 
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THE BRIGHT BESTOWAL 


Pearl necklace (three-fourths actual size)—77 perfectly matched rosée 


of extraordinary 


lustre, aggregating more than 450 grains—$115,000. Other strings of pearls from $125,000 
to $200. In addition, a large selection of loose pearls to add to necklaces, from $20,000 to $10. 


Emerald-cut diamond Flexible bracelet watch of platinum, diamond-paved, Marquise 7 ring— 


ring—$35,000 


OF THOSE gestures which lend an added 
meaning to existence, none is so rich in 
implications as the gift of jewels. . .. For 
the thoughts, the very taste and discrimi- 
nation which are part of one’s inner being 
show themselves inevitably here. Your 
gifts are true reflections of yourself. 
There are now to be seen at Marcus & 
Company a wide selection of articles of 
unusual grace and beauty, ranging in 
price from $125,000 to as little as $10. 


with two grooved cylindrical emeralds—$4000 $25, 


Among them are hundreds of possibilities 
as gifts for men, women and children. 

This house is admirably organized to 
serve, either by letter or telephone, those 
of its patrons who are unable to make 
their visit in person. ... And for those 
who can, not the least pleasant circum- 
stance will be the consciousness that 
whether or not they make a purchase 
here, they will be welcomed with the 
utmost cordiality and good-will. 





MARCUS & COMPANY 


JEWELERS 
WM. ELDER MARCUS, Jr. 


At the corner of Fifth Avenue and Forty-fifth Street, New York, and Palm Beach 
© 1927 


CHAPIN MARCUS 





















































































H1—A hostess always 
appreciates a new Bridge 
Set. This set is of cream 
Linen with a daintily em- 
broidered design in tan 
and green or in rose and 
tan. 
Breakfast Set, 3 pieces, 
$3.75 
Bridge Set, 5 pieces, 


$8.50 





precious stones. 


FIFTH AVENUE AT 
DEPT. NO. 17 








Finish your list! 
ERE ARE lovely things for women 


and several solutions to that puzzle 


of all puzzles— what to give men | 


A 
a» H: 

















H2—A handsome Loung- 
ing Robe made from 
“Liberty” fabrics fea: 
tures the distinctive de- 
signs and delightful col- 
ors typical of “Liberty” 
fabrics. $30.00 


H3—Silver spoons from “Liberty’s” have tips of semi- 
A lovely gift! Set of six. 


$13.50 


H4-A “Liberty” elephant carved from a solid block 
of ebony is six inches high. 


$10.75 


H5—Rich colors decorate this Tudric Moorcraft To- 
bacco Jar. Hand-made glazed pottery from “Liberty’s.’ 


$8.75 





FORTY-NINTH ST. 
NEW YORK 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


(Continued from page 126) 


became one. This talk definitely placed 
them on such terms that they were in a 
few days sharing Dotty’s sitting-room 
except at meal times. 

Freddy’s luncheon and dinner were 
taken at a non-existent club. It was a 
pleasant fiction that every one knew to 
be a fiction. But he had his own pride in 
spite of that four hundred pounds a 
year which never bothered him in the 
least; and his pride drew the line at billet- 
ing himself either on Dotty or Roberta. 
Of course he had many invitations out- 
side; there were often coronets on his 
correspondence; occasionally a magnifi- 
cent car would deposit him on the kerb 
of number 10, and he would nonchalantly 
tip the magnificent chauffeur with a 
couple of half-crowns he could ill spare. 
Always he was the great gentleman; even 
with his shabby coat-collar turned up 
in the rain he never lost his “‘air.” 

It was a great comfort to Roberta to 
have him as an escort, and in this respect 
they had come, not without difficulty, 
to an understanding. First, there were 
to be no taxis. Secondly, except for 
omnibuses, Bobbie was to do all the pay- 
ing, which meant either teas or matinées, 
or both. Thirdly, they were to take seats 
only in the pit. The theater to her was 
more than an amusement; it was a serious 
and engrossing business; she had to have 
some knowledge of what was playing in 
London before attempting to get an 
engagement. Two years of Canadian 
exile had impaired her in every kind of 
way. Worst of all was her sensation of 
fright; the lessening of her self-confidence; 
of her self-assurance. 


SCRAP in a theatrical paper em- 

boldened her to try her fate; to begin 
that heart-breaking round of the untried 
and unknown actress from one manager’s 
office to another. The scrap referred to 
the forthcoming production of ‘The 
Clash” at the Irving Theatre. It was 
the work of a well-known dramatist 
named George Thorne, and the star was 
Henrietta Milton, one of the most 
dazzling in the firmament. The new 
play was thus an important theatrical 
event, and the scrap said: “Poor Hal 
Dowty is having a hard time at the 
Irving Theater fighting the fair, and his 
azure brow, usually so smooth, is fur- 
rowed with choosing pains. Deputed to 
choose six raving beauties on behalf of 
his Henrietta for ‘The Clash,’ it has 
been necessary to barricade the street and 
call out the tanks. Rumor has it that 
Hal has changed so much in the last few 
days that the hall-porter asked his name 
at his club.” 

Hal Dowty! Bobbie was electrified at 
the name. He had run up to Leeds to see 
the company she was in—a number-two 
company—and had said some exceedingly 
pleasant things to her—and about her. 
Why such an important man was inter- 
ested in this number-two company had 
not concerned her, but his compliments 
remained in her recollection as gleaming 
as diamonds. What an opportunity! In- 
stead of going there as an absolute 
stranger, she would have the advantage 
of a previous acquaintance and of the 
very favorable impression she had then 
made. 

She at once wrote him a little note, 
reminding him of their meeting at Leeds 
and of his generous praise that had 
meant so much to her; and announced 
that she would call at the theater next 
morning in the hope there might be a 
place for her in “The Clash.” Freddy, 
to whom all this was confided, was im- 
mensely impressed, and as excited as a 
child. Of course, she would get the 
engagement, the stars in their courses 
had evidently ordained it. The real 
danger, as he said sagely, was that 
Henrietta Milton might become jealous 
of her. From his experience of the stage— 
which was nothing—he was certain that 
would be the danger. 

They spent a wonderful evening of 
surmise and expectation,-and at part- 
ing he kissed her good-night. Roberta, 
who knew nothing of complex natures, 
thought he was very big-brotherly about 
it. She who had been wrought up to an 
extraordinary degree, returned his kisses 


with ardor, almost with abandonment. 
It was only as she lay in bed, thinking jt 
over, that she realized they meant nothing 
but friendship. There was something 
burned-out about Freddy, young as he 
was; he could give unlimited affection, 
but if he had ever had any capacity for 
love, it was dead. 


FREDDY had been unable to accom. 

pany her to the theater as he had 
received a post-card from a man jp 
Wimbledon, wanting to see him in regard 
to his advertisement in the Times. Here 
again were the busy stars; fame and 
fortune were knocking at their respective 
doors; Freddy was in the highest spirits, 
They parted with mutual good wishes, 
though in her heart Roberta had none of 
her companion’s exuberance. She was 
anxious; the castles of overnight had 
tumbled in the fog of that gloomy morn- 
ing; the glass showed no raving beauty, 
and the metaphor of those barricades and 
tanks was not a little depressing. 

That it was a metaphor was evident 
as she approached the Irving Theater: 
it seemed absolutely deserted, and it was 
with difficulty she found a commission- 
naire to guide her up the tortuous stairs 
to Mr. Dowty’s office. In the miniature 
reception-room, tenanted by a typist in 
spectacles, she found three other young 
women awaiting their turn. All three 
were pretty and attractively dressed; 
one, indeed, in her fresh fair coloring, 
came within an appreciable degree of the 
raving beauty demanded. Roberta had 
hardly more than made these reflections 
than a young woman came out of the 
inner office; and the typist, with a nod 
of her head, indicated the next one to 
enter. She was out again in less than a 
minute; and the two others were similarly 
devoured and cast forth in what seemed 
the twinkling of an eye. 

Bobbie recognized Mr. Dowty the 
moment she entered; he was keen, small, 
well-groomed, with appraising blue eyes 
that were as penetrating as gimlets. His 
glance was cold, and his manner and way 
of speaking were to match. Roberta’s 
letter was under his hands; also the card 
she had insisted on sending in. 

“You are Miss Grierson?” 

“Ve 

He ‘tued at her accusingly. 
antagonism in his voice. 

“T never was in Leeds in my life!” 

“Oh, Mr. Dowty, you are mistaken,” 
she protested. “It was in the old 
Royal, and we were playing in a number- 
two company of ‘Love Will Find the 
Way,’ and you were so awfully kind as to 
say—” 

“How long ago was that?” 

“Over two years.” 

“T was not there.” 

“But you were,” bleated Bobbie. “I 
know because it was the only time I 
met you, and your praise was something 
I never could forget. Surely you re- 
member my being introduced to you by 
Mr. Phipps, the house manager?’ 

“Oh, well, it doesn’t matter,” said Mr. 
Dowty, dismissing the discussion with a 
wave of his hand, though still obviously 
convinced he had never been in Leeds in 
his life. ‘What stage experience have 
you had?” 

Roberta, who was prepared for this 
question, ran off her little list. How woe- 
fully short and unimportant it sounded! 
Positiv ely Mr. Dowty looked shocked. 

‘This is a West End theater,” he said, 
“And we want West End reputé ations. 
It is wasting time coming here. Sorry.” 

Never was the word “sorry” uttered 
with less regret. As Mr. Dowty touched a 
bell and turned to eye the newcomer, 
Bobbie felt she had been expunged from 
his mind. 


There was 


HE “R feelings as she descended the 

stairs were beyond expression. Her 
chagrin, her humiliation were indescrib- 
able. As she reached the empty lobby 
she suddenly stopped and leaned against 
the wall, not crying but in such an agony 
of distress that she dared not show her 
face in the street outside. It was dark 
in the lobby, and it was only by degrees 
that she discovered that a man was 

(Continued on page 132 
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Jeweled treasures typical of beautiful 
pieces in platinum and precious stones, 
constantly developed by Caldwell 


artists: forthose who would present gi ifts 


of marked individuality and charm. 


J.E.CALDWELL & CO. 


Philadelphia 
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NINETEEN NIGHTS 
BEFORE CHRISTMAS 


Lustrous plates of silverware are $4 each 
and look like a million! .. Paul Revere 


You know the sort of thing; furrowed brows pattern shown . . . and this sculptured 


silverware bowl, for mayonnaise, would 


...empty gift lists!.."‘Heavens,| forgot Joan!” confer aristocracy on any salad! . $5.50 


. . » Grosvenor design, here. 





































































This three-piece tea set, luminously 


lovely, in the Pau/ Revere design, is $60 An ew all the while is in clear bright 
rows, in a thousand jewelers’ windows— 
COMMUNITY PLATE is waiting: well-aware 











The sandwich way, Of the eager eyes Joan’s been turning to- 
cane ee ie. Ward the tea set... and how wistfully CnccidenRnennacbaiaciaietibitias 
BidefPandivée. Suzanne fingered the lovely, decorative, ccheeletiebanniaitiene: eas 
sign shown below. pierced servers,when she bought her tea- = shown is in the Grosvenor 

spoons; and how often Martha’s stopped 

to look longingly in at the cake tray . . ! 

% + 
There’s this to remember, nineteen nights be- a oe Parkgate He 
This cusved sliverware fore ChriStmas ! —There is no gift to a girl of Penadiss design! . . 923. 





uray, for burtter-gold 
rolls, or creamy slices 
of bread, 1s only $10... 
Grosvenor design shown 


—or 4 woman—so SURE to be prized... so 
sure to be judged ‘loveliest, most-loved, mof- 
longed-for!’— as a gift of stluerware—as a 
gift of COMMUNITY PLATE../ 
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Pierced pastry servers, 
) like this, are, to the 
table, what a Paris 
gown is to one’s ward- 
robe. .!$4.25... Paul 


h Revere design shown 
re here. 
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H: RE, on these two pages, are a dozen 
suggestions for gifts, all of which have been 
proved among the things women most-in-the- 
world like to have, and the things thev’re least 
likely to buy for themselves . .! 








Had you thought of orange spoons ? — 
Slim and bright, they are priced at $5.75 
for six... Patrician design ..Or salad 
forks—? .. At $7.50, for six? . . Grosvenor 
design . . . Oran olive spoon, at $1.75.. 
at the right in “Bird of ‘Paradise design 






For the woman who is ‘‘exquisite’’— 
about her person, and about her home, 
the round pierced server is a graceful 
tribute. . . $3.25... . Bird of Paradise 


design shown. 


Buicut gifts of silverware, that will fit any purse... 

(prices $1.75 to $60!) .. . Almost all in six patterns... 

ALL guaranteed to add silver threads of beauty to the 

pattern of a woman’s life, while the candles of fifty Christ- 

mases flare, and fade! ... Walk past your jeweler’s window 

tomorrow to see these things in their cool, bright, beauty! 
ONEIDA COMMUNITY, LTD, 





She 





COLONIAL 
CABINET 


... of Community Plate isa 
complete service of silver- 
ware for six covers — 29 
pieces—set in a lovely, odd, 
reproduction of an Early- 
American Knifebox. Fin- 
ished in antique gold, lined 
with honey-colored satin, 
the cabinet by itself is fit 
to hold the sewing of the 
Loveliest Lady . . . Com- 
plete with silverware—$38. 
Ask to see it! “Paul ‘Revere 
design shown here 
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23 2223 







Teatime is the “‘woman’s hour”. ..To help make it perfect, here is a frivo- 
lous, feminine, bonbon spoon, at $2.50 (“Paul Revere design shown). 
After Dinner coffee spoons, at $4 the half dozen (Adam design shown). ai 
Or butter spreaders at $6.25 for six! . . (Here, the Grosvenor design). ; 
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Consider the 
Marie Oarle 
Christmas gift 


FOR there is a Marie Earle some- 
thing every woman you know will 
very much like. 

Is the something the new Marie 
Earle traveler’s roll, leather, lizard 
finish, in bright rose, green or 
brown, with room for the prepara- 
tions one wants to carry in the sizes 
one prefers? This kit takes mini- 
mum space with maximum safety. 
Price $12. With Essential Prepa- 
rations, $14.50. 

Or is it the new triple compact, 
a decorative trifle in its small, 
smart, flat gold case? Powder, 
rouge and lip-paste, only $2.50. 

A special box of bath prepara- 
tions—delicately scented with rar- 
est jasmin — includes soap, salts, 
dusting powder. $3.50. (New!) 

A special box of the three basic 
preparations (delightfully pack- 
aged in the blue French wrap- 
pings) holds the world-famous 
Essential Cream, the cooling whit- 
ening Cucumber Emulsion and a 
lotion. $4.50. (New!) 

A Marie Earle beauty box, cov- 
ered in red, green, tan or navy 
leather, fitted with preparations for 
basic treatment, $15. 

Solidified perfume, jasmin, gar- 
denia or Bouquet Marie Earle in 
gay French boxes, $2. 

Liquid perfume — the Bouquet 
Marie Earle—purse size vial, Vene- 
tian style, $1; in charming French 
bottles, for the dressing table, 1 
and 3 ounce sizes, $3.75, $12.50. 

Marie Earle preparations and 
cosmetics are on sale in leading 
stores all over the country. Authen- 
tic Marie Earle treatments are given 
in many salons. For list of these 
and free booklet, “The Other Side 
of the Moon,” address Dept. D. 


ESTABLISHED 
PARIS 
1910 





NOW 
AT 660 
AVENUE 
NEW YORK CITY 


FIFTH 
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staring at her; a motionless, staring man 
who had been odiously intent on her 
stricken face. As she hurried out, the 
odious onlooker followed her; she could 
hear his footsteps close behind her; 
patter, patter, patter. 

“Oh, I say, stop a moment,” he ex- 
claimed breathlessly. ‘Hold on.” 

She hurried faster, without turning her 
head—as she had learned to do when men 
accosted her. 

“My God, STOP!” cried the pursuer, 
“T belong to the theater, I am George 
Thorne, the dramatist. I want to talk 


to you.” 
She turned. Yes, it was George Thorne 
himself. She recognized him from his 


pictures—tall, fair, fashionable, with a 
beak of a nose and an eyeglass. 

“That was a wonderful expression of 
yours,” he said. “Do you think you 
could do it to order—that crucified look? 
Tortured faces are seldom beautiful; grief 
is horribly unbecoming; but you were 
marvelous.” 

He had caught hold of her arm and was 
regarding her with admiration. 

“Tt isn’t much of a réle, but would you 
like to try it? In ‘The Clash,’ you know, 
and strictly on trial. We rehearse Thurs- 
day, two o’clock. Six pounds a week.” 

It was all astoundingly arranged in no 
time at all. Thorne scribbled down her 
address and hastened back toward the 
theater. He was to inform Dowty of her 
provisional engagement, and the most 
coherent thought that shaped itself in 
Roberta’s bewildered mind was the ex- 
pression that Dowty was likely to wear 
when he heard the news. 

Then the full significance of her engage- 
ment came over her in a rush, and such 
trifles as Dowty’s expression were for- 
gotten in the bliss of realization. 

But could she count on recapturing the 
crucified look? Irony of ironies that it 
had now become the all-important thing 
in her life! 

She could not get home fast enough to 
practise it before the mirror. Every 
minute was precious. It was Tuesday 
and the rehearsals were to begin on 
Thursday. 

“Dea 


HAT a happy’ morning she spent in 

making faces before her mirror; in 
looking unutterably miserable while her 
whole being tingled in the maddest 
happiness she had ever known. Freddy 
came in a little before luncheon time and 
was so dispirited that it was impossible 
to obtrude her joy on his dejection. 

“What do you suppose the rotten 
blighter wanted?” 

Freddy laughed ruefully as he asked the 
question, which was evidently beyond 
any answer in Bobbie’s power. 

“Wanted me to drive a hearse—a 
motor-hearse! Three pounds ten and 
live in. Didn’t know what he meant at 
first. Had to live with him and his awful 
wife in a two-by-four suburban box; 
and that’s the kind of country we were 
fighting for—dying in shell- ‘holes for; 
and be a kind of servant, too.” 

“Cheer up, Freddy.” 

“But all that wasted traveling and 
looking and expense—and such a rotten, 
mangy, worm-eaten, mildewed hearse 
at that! And the damned ordering- 
about way he had, and the inspection I 
had to pass before his rotten, mangy, 
worm-eaten, mildewed wife to see if I 
were good enough to live in. I told him 
frankly I would be far more comfortable 
in hell.” 

This tirade did Freddy more good than 


- even holding Roberta’s hand. His cus- 


tomary good-nature returned. He had 
written a new advertisement in the train 
coming back, showing it in a glow of self- 
approval, though ostensibly for criticism. 


“Capable young Public School 
man (32), cheery personality, Mili- 
tary Cross, wishes POST, preferably 
as Confidential Assistant, Séecretary- 
Companion, or BEAR leader. 
Knowledge secretarial work, ex- 
perienced car-driver. Very keen 
out-door life, travel, sports gener- 
ally. U nimpeachable social position. 
Moderate salary required.” 


Bobbie thought it excellent. Nothing 
was more soothing to Freddy than a little 
praise. Bear-leading, it appeared, had 
nothing to do with bears; it meant show. 
ing a rich young cub something of the 
world under sympathetic guidance. He, 
Freddy, should have thought of that 
before. He knew he would be an ideal 
Bear-leader. Of course it lasted only a 
year or two, but it might lead to con- 
nections of a most valuable kind. 

“But how did you get on?” he asked 
at last, not as it turned out because he had 
forgotten—but because he was afraid. 

‘Landed it!” 

“Not in ‘The Clash’?” 
incredulous. 

“Yes; picked out by the dramatist 
himself; ran after me when I had been 
turned down cold by Hal Dowty!” 


His voice was 


"THEN the story came out in a torrent. 

It was a delight to tell it, guiding it 
from climax to climax. Freddy listened 
spellbound, all his own failure forgotten 
in the intensity of his pleasure. Unable to 
contain himself he sprang up and hugged 
her while she pantingly bubbled on and 
on. ‘But it must be a secret, Freddy; 
not a word to a soul. It was only pro- 
visional when all was said.” And she was 
far from sure whether she could ever 
catch that look again, that crucified look. 
When she was calmer, less excited, she 
would try it for him to judge—to judge 
and help. And she must study, study, 
STUDY, Freddy! Opportunities like 
that never came twice. Perhaps there 
were crucified looks in the new German 
film at the Tivoli? They would go that 
very afternoon seeking agony wherever it 
was to be found. That Japanese film 
star, too, was marvelous at silent suffering. 
What was his name—Sessue Hayakawa? 
They must see him too, as soon as pos- 
sible. 

Freddy, though resistingly, was _per- 
suaded to stay for luncheon, murmuring 
something about the club and a man 
he had to see there. It was a curious 
point of honor in him not to sponge for 
meals, he who took everything else with 
both hands. Afterwards they went to the 
Tivoli, where in the semi-darkness Ro- 
berta kept contorting her fresh and 
glowing young face in imitation of the 
depicted agonies; and Freddy, always 
helpful, screwed up his, too, till—as 
Bobbie said—he looked like a Chinese 
lion on an ash-tray. 

On returning home a letter from the 
theater was lying on the lobby table. 
Both were thrilled at the sight of it. 
The embossed “Irving Theater’ on the 
flap was enough to shake the strongest 
nerves, which in this case had already 
been impaired by the German film. 





“DEAR Miss GRIERSON, 

“We shall be glad to engage you, 
provisionally only, and dependent 
on your giving satisfaction, to play 
Janet Boyd and understudy one of 
the principals in our forthcoming 
production of Mr. George Thorne’s 
new play, ‘The Clash,’ at a salary of 
six guineas a week. Costumes will 
be supplied by the management and 


the Co. is called for two o’clock, 
Thursday afternoon. Punctuality is 
essential. 


‘Kindly reply at your earliest con- 
venience, stating that these terms 
and conditions are acceptable, and 
believe me, 

“Yours very truly, 
“Harotp Dowty.” 


T WAS a long time to wait from Tues- 

day till Thursday, but it was not 
entirely wasted, as Freddy had called in 
Mr. Yamaguchi in a professional capacity. 
The little Japanese, who was a most 
engaging and charming man, was enor- 
mously flattered, and much to Bobbie’s 
surprise proved a great help. He brought 
down armfuls of Japanese prints which 
he used to elucidate his lectures on ex- 
pression.: He knew all about expression, 
and with intense seriousness explained 
the underlying principles governing it. 
His English, though fluent, was difficult 
to follow; but Bessie, who after the first 

(Continued on page 134) 
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Superior pearls and precious stones Di eS oe aes 
selected with the discrimination de- 
veloped by four generations of experts. 
Thus are Caldwell patrons safe- 


ee ee or ae J.E.CALDWELL & CO: 


or giving Caldwell Jewelry enhanced. Philadelphia 


The Ring 
A cabochon sapphire and diamonds 
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Reginald 


Denny 


and 
Laura 


La Plante 


wear 


“The Watch of 
Distinctive 
Features’’ 


“Denny Jr.” 


“Reginald Denny’”’ 
Helbros Superb 49381, 15 Jewels, 
14 K. White Gold Filled 3-Piece Case, 
Detachable Buckle and Strap, Raised 
Gilt Numerals encrusted with Radium 

model 2379, 6 

Jewels, special white engraved 


oxidized, $15.50 















Reginald 
Denny 
Universal 
Film Star 
Wearing his 

id ror 


Watch 


La 





model #3750 





“Laura Jr.” 





“Laura La Plante’’ 
Helbros Superb 74251, 
14K. White Gold Filled 3-Piece Case, 

Detachable Buckle and Strap 

model 10289, 6 


Laura 
La Plaate , 
Universa' 
Film Star 
Wearing he- 


model $35.00 
15 Jewels, 


Jewels, special white engraved 


oxidized. $17.50 


VERY Helbros Superb Watch is known for its time-keep- 
ing accuracy, its fine jeweled movement, its beauty of 
design and for those “Distinctive Features,” listed below, 
which make every Helbros Superb Watch outstanding. 








ALD 


possible by removable 
every Helbros strap wate 








Sy 
2 





jeweled movement and 





Ae\ \ 








Superb watch. 
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Detachable Buckle and Strap — made 
~ bar. A feature of 


Three-Piece Case— protects the fine 
gives easier 
accessibility for adjustment. A feature 
of every Helbros strap and Helbros 


Raised Gilt Numerals—encrusted with radium 
which prevents chipping and gives radium longer 
life. A feature of every Helbros strap watch of 
the Superb series. (Diagram: A—Radium En- 


Ask your jeweler to show you the Helbros Watches dis- 
played here and others priced from $12 up. If he is not yet 
selling them, write us direct. 
In buying a wrist watch be sure to ask the number of 
jewels, the quality of the case, and its features. 


Helbros Superb Ladies’ Watch*32-50 
Model 74301, 15 Jewels, 14 K. 
White Gold Filled 3-Piece Case. 
Model 10401, 6 Jewels, Special 

Scepter Case. $18.00 








The Helbros Watch Co., Dept. H-12 
48 West 48th Street, New York City. 


Please send me a picture of: 
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Mr. Reginald Denny, Universal Star, Free 0 
and the booklet “Gift Plus the Giver” Free [J 
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visit invariably accompanied him, atoned 
for this in a racy American which was 
always bubblingly ready to elucidate his 
elucidations. 

They made an odd picture as Roberta, 
after she had overcome her first self- 
conscicusness, practised her crucified look 
before them. To give some reason for it, 
Yamaguchi suggested that she should stab 
Freddy, who, nothing loath, was regularly 
murdered as part of the training. Bessie 
said it made thrills run down her spine, 
and in the exuberance of her praise in- 
cluded Freddy tov, much to his delight. 
The artist did a careful crayon sketch of 
Bobbie’s face in agony, which was stuck 
up with pins beside her dressing mir- 
ror, balanced. by another on the other 
side, representing Freddy being mur- 
dered. 

At last the great day came, the Thurs- 
day that was to usher in her new existence 
and perhaps determine her fate. Freddy, 
in shivers of excitement, warned her to 
be cool; to forget the tremendous issues 
at stake; to act as though it were a matter 
of no particular importance. 

Serenity was Freddy’s word; it trembled 
on his lips as he repeated it. He was so 
agitated that Bobbie would not allow 
him to accompany her to the theater. 
She herself, though quivering within, was 
outwardly collected; and had the comfort- 
ing feeling that she had never looked bet- 
ter. The emotion had quickened her 
color; her eyes were liquid and shining; her 
whole being was intensified by a sort of 
magic. Freddy said her beauty made him 
gasp. 

To be sure of being punctual she ar- 
rived at the stage door half an hour before 
the time. The alley was empty; she was 
the first to arrive. But what was that 
little card tacked on the door? That 
frightening little card? Good heavens, 
what was all this? 

“Owing to Miss Milton’s sudden in- 
disposition, rehearsals of ‘The Clash’ 
have been unavoidably postponed, but all 
members of the company are warned to 
hold themselves in readiness for an early 
resumption.” 


THE blow was staggering. Indisposi- 

tion might mean  anything—a 
squabble with George Thorne, or immi- 
nent death. Bobbie slowly went away, 
for there was nothing else to do; and then 
wondering if she had not made some fear- 
ful mistake, she went back and read the 
notice again. Out in Shaftesbury 
Avenue she bought an Evening News from 
a passing boy. Why, there it was on the 
front page! Some instinct had guided her 
straight to it. 


STAR’S SUDDEN ILLNESS 
Miss Henrietta Milton was suddenly 
taken ill last night at her place in 
Surrey, and though her condition is 
in no way serious two well-known 
London specialists have been attend- 
ing her. It is feared this may imply 
the postponement of “The Clash,” 
the new Thorne play that was due to 
open in three weeks. We have been 
informed that in such an event the 
present run of “Choose your Wo- 
man’”’ will be extended indefinitely. 


Indefinitely! Though it was far, she 
decided to walk the whole way home. 
Why should she hurry to tell Freddy 
the terrible news, especially as he might 
have already learned it from the evening 
papers? Fresh air—exercise—-were the 
only things that might assuage the pain in 
her heart. Her fairy castle had tumbled; 
gone were all those bright dreams. 

The next day’s papers had merely a 
repetition of the same item. The day 
after that Miss Milton had moved into a 
paragraph entitled “Our Distinguished 
Invalids,”’ and was bedded—and _pro- 
gressing favorably—between a Field 
Marshal and a remote member of the 
Royal Family. Then after a day or two 
more she disappeared entirely. 

Bobbie, greatly daring, wrote directly 
to George Thorne himself, whose address 
she got out of “Who’s Who.” The 


answer came back somewhat delayed, 
and in an envelope streaming with flags, 
from a yacht on the South coast. 





“*DEAR Miss GRIERSON, 

“TI am too miserable for anything 
about ‘ The Clash,’ but on it is going 
to go and as soon as possible, in spite 
of Miss Milton and all her lawyers— 
who seem to think I have no legal 
right to produce it without her. [If 
I were to tell you what I think of Miss 
Milton, I would say—.” 


And here followed two entire pages 
of dashes. After this, the style of the 
letter underwent a change. It went on 


“Buck up, darling, and of course | 
won’t forget you when the time 
comes, and I am counting on you 
to eat up the part. There is one 
thing you can put on my tombstone 
—that I never wrote a play that did 
not have at least one fine moment 
for even the humblest member in it. 
Not that I put you in that class, 
Beatttiful One, but you know what 
I mean! And in the meanwhile and 
*ternally yours, 

““G. THORNE.” 


REDDY was greatly encouraged by 

this letter, but Roberta was more 
dubious, and as days passed her doubts 
were confirmed by paragraphs in the 
theatrical papers. It seemed only too 
evident that Miss Milton had been 
within her rights and that the whole 
matter was in an inextricable tangle. 
Roberta was in a dreadful quandary, for 
she knew she could never get another 
engagement as good as this, or with such 
a promise of “putting her over”; and 
yet the waiting for it might be intermin- 
able. Should she stick to the shadow, or 
should she abandon it as a will-o’-the- 
wisp, and fare forth—seeking the sub- 
stantial and the immediate? She decided 
finally that her future lay with George 
Thorne and that she would wait. 

Her life became very tranquil. It was 
as though she were on a sailing-vessel 
bound for some infinitely distant port. 
Freddy was the most soothing of fellow- 
passengers. For a while it was like the 
peace that breathed o’er Eden, till little 
Bessie Yamaguchi tossed a bomb into it. 
It was one evening after they had all 
been to the cinema together—the Yama- 
guchis, Mrs. Vincent and Roberta and 
Freddy. The Japanese artist had sold a 
picture and it was a celebration in honor 
of the event, concluding with a modest 
supper in his rooms. They had reached 
the stage of cigarets, and during a pause 
Bessie said to Roberta with a little 
giggle: “I don’t know whether to tell 
you something or not—put you wise.” 

As she spoke a dark look passed over 
her husband’s face; his eyes narrowed till 
they were slits. 

“Be quiet, you,” he said. And then, 
as though fearing his tone had been too 
severe, he added lightly: “You just like 
little dog; bark at everything.” 

“What is it, Bessie?” asked Freddy. 

“Yes, what is it?” chorused Roberta 
and Mrs. Vincent together. Yama- 
guchi’s obvious objection was giving 
interest to what was dancing unsaid on 
those piquant lips. 

“If Bessie buy stamp at post-office she 
will come home with story as long as 
that,” said Yamaguchi, stretching out his 
arms. “As the Master, Confucius says—” 

“Oh, hang Confucius,” interrupted 
Bessie. “And anyway, this isn’t ex- 
aggerated. I have been quietly ta ing 
it in for a fortnight.” 


HE stopped for the dramatic effect, 
which was everything she desired, 
and then, mantling with excitement, cried 
out: “There are men following Bobbie!” 
“Me?” exclaimed Roberta. ‘What 
do you mean?” 

“Yes, men,” continued Bessie. ‘Not 
one man, but three or four. i look out 
of the window so much all day that I 
notice things other people wouldn't. 
Yes, Bobbie is being followed; and when 
she is at home there is alwavs someone 
on watch; they relieve each other every 
two hours. Yes, one passes, iooks up 
at the sky, and then the other beats it for 
home. And it is a funny thing how a 

(Continued on page 136) 
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WINTER “SKIN-FATIGUE” 
HASTENS SIGNS-OF-AGE 


HE first chill blasts of winter warn the wise woman to 


vary her beauty regimen. 


The skin needs nourishment to offset the roughening of mois- 


ture-sapping winds. A dulled complexion, due to superheated 


rooms, must be prevented. Skin-fatigue, with its ever-present 
menace of wrinkles, must be constantly resisted so that fine 
lines do not-become permanent signs-of-age. 


For just these conditions, Helena Rubinstein, from her world- 


wide experience and years of research in the most famous of 
European clinics, has created creams and lotions which keep 
the complexion exquisitely smooth—the facial contour charm- 


ingly vouthful. 


YOUR WINTER BEAUTY-GUIDE 


Cleanse—Y outhify 
Valaze Water Lily Cream —a rich com- 
pound of rare unguents, herbs and the 
skin-rejuvenative essence of water lilies 
the most luxurious of all cleansers—keeps 


your skin delightfully fine, soft-toned and 
smooth. 2.50, 4.00, 7.50 


Clear—Stimulate 
Valaze Beautifying Skinfood—a non- 
nourishing, firm cream that stimulates 
cell activity, bleaches mildly, purifies— 


revives skin health and youthful fresh- 
ness. 1.00, 2.50, 4.00 


Crowsfeet—Wrinkles 
Valaze Grecian Anti-Wrinkle Cream 
(Anthosoros) — richest of nourishing 
creams, feeds underlying tissues, smooth- 
ing away lines, wrinkles, crowsfeet—fills 
out hollows—corrects dry, shriveled skin 


and beautifies thin hands. 1.75, 3.50, 6.00 


Sallowness—Freckles 


Valaze Freckle Cream—corrects dark 

obstinate freckles and discolorations, 

stimulates a clear-toned freshness of the 

skin. 1.50, 2.50 
Oiliness—Shiny Nose 

Valaze Liquidine — absorbs oiliness — 





corrects shine on nose, leaves transparent 


mat finish. Excellent day cleanser and to 
remove fur stains. 1.50, 2.75, 5.00 


Drooping Contour 


Valaze Astringent Roman Jelly —a 
tissue tightener for younger women— 
strengthens relaxed, loose tissues—tight- 
ens skin around the eyes and temples. 

1.00, 2.00, 4.00 


Valaze Georgine Lactee—the muscle 
tightener for advanced cases, most effec- 
tive in overcoming double chin, extremely 
relaxed muscles and tissues—reduces bag- 
giness about the eyes without drying skin. 

3.00, 6.00 


Blackheads 


Valaze Beauty Grains — instead of soap 
—washes away blackheads, removes im- 
purities and rough, outer cuticle, refines 
enlarged pores, creates a glowing velvet 
smoothness. 1.00, 2.00 


Valaze Pore Paste Special — for more 
sensitive skins—a penetrative wash, clears 
pores thoroughly, closes and refines. 

1.00, 2.00 


Weather-Protection 


Valaze Balm-Rose—a protective foun- 
dation for average skins, keeps make-up 
lastingly adherent. 1.00, 1.75, 3.50 


Valaze Cream of Lilies — excels for 
dry, delicate skins, imparting a soft, white 
tone—a flattering evening foundation for 


all. 1.50, 2.50, 4.00 
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CHIC GIFTS FOR 
BEAUTY LOVING SOPHISTICATES 


There never was such an array of fas- 
cinating gifts!) The new Water Lily 
Cosmetics are the most beautiful of all 
Helena Rubinstein’s creations. Clever 
conceits to delight the most sophisticated 
or charm the debutante. 


Valaze Water Lily Powder—A gossamer fine, 
clinging, powder, Water Lily will glorify the most 
beautiful transparency of skin. Based on the es- 
sence of Water Lily buds, in a quaint spired box of 
red and gold, Water Lily Powder makes a charming 
and unusual gift. Special blends for Dry, Normal 
or Oily skin. Rachel, Natural, White, Cream. 1.50 


Valaze Water Lily Vanities—As charming a gift 
as skill could devise. Dainty square cases with 
slightly rounded corners. Water Lily Vanities may 
be selected in colours to complement your cos- 
tume. Beautiful little enameled cases in Jade Green, 
Jet Black or Chinese Red. Double Compact 2.50, 
Sifter Vanity 2.00 


Valaze Water Lily Lipsticks—For the connois- 
seur in cosmetics. The new, delicately perfumed, 
swivel lipstick is designed to satisfy the most ex- 
acting woman. Red Cardinal, for the Blonde—in- 
eidentally a perfect evening shade for every woman, 
or Red Ruby, for Brunettes. In cases of Jade Green, 
Jet Black or Chinese Red. 1.25 


Valaze Water Lily Combination Box—contain- 
ing the double compact vanity and matching lip- 
stick. Specially priced. 3.50 


And for the woman who challenges your 
ingenuity, these latest Parisian Bijous. 
A charming little gift box containing one 
Red, one Jade and one Black double 
compact so that Madame may have a 
harmonizing vanity for each of her new 
costumes. A perfect gift. Original and 
exclusive. Specially priced. 7.00 


RUBINSTEIN CREATIONS ARE DISPENSED BY TRAINED AND COMPETENT ADVISERS AT 
ALL THE BETTER STORES, OR MAY BE ORDERED DIRECT FROM DEPT. H-I2 


PARIS 
52 Rue du Fg. St. Honore 
CHICAGO: 670 N. Michigan Blvd. 
BOSTON: 234 Boylston St. 
PHILADELPHIA: 254 So. 16th St. 








Nolen RubinHein 


46 West 57th Street, New York City 


LONDON 
24 Grafton Street, W. I. 


DETROIT: 1540 Washington Blvd, 
NEWARK: 951 Broad Street 
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fragrances of Christmas are inseparable 
from its sentiment. 
breath of a favored perfume is a sweet 
memory of the giver and the occasion. 


The fragrant Gift Boxes and 
Perfumes of Roger & Gallet, 
Paris, are especially appropriate 
as Christmas gifts. The boxes 
contain selections of several 
most desirable toilet articles. 

They are works of art in fra- 
grance and ultra-modern French in color 
and design. Three sizes, varying in number 
and size of the toilet articles contained. 


Priced from $6 to $12. Offered in the 


GIFT of fragrance at Christmas is 
more than just a present; for the 


In every recurring 


Fleurs d’ Amour 





“Pavots d’ Argent 


SILVER POPPIES 


Le Fade 


The Precious Perfume 


leurs d’Amour 


FLOWERS OF LOVE 





Single articles of fragrance in each of 
these perfumes—in Extrait, Eau de Toilette, 
Poudre, Compact, Savon, Bath Salts (Tablets), 
Aftabath Powder, Talcum. Each in an attrac- 
tive gift box—priced from $1 to $12.50. 


Your favorite shop will be glad to show 
you Roger & Gallet’s fragrant gifts. 


ROGER & 
GALLET 


Parfumeurs 


PARIS: -NEW YORK 
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chap who does not want to be noticed 
gives himself away; he can’t even walk, or 
spit, or look at the sky, or chew a blade 
of grass like an honest-to-God loafer.” 

Mrs. Vincent burst out laughing. 
Incredulously she asked: 

““Why don’t I see all these people?” 

“There is one outside there now,” said 
Bessie, who was not in the least abashed. 
“Turn out the lights, and we can all 
have a peep at him.” 

The lights were accordingly turned out, 
and. all but Yamaguchi ranged them- 
selves before the window on their knees. 
Freddy lifted an inch or two of the blind. 

“Over there—see! Look!” exclaimed 
Bessie. 

Sure enough there was a man across 
the Avenue, and there certainly was 
something strangely calm in the way he 
stood there like a statue. 

“If you wait long enough somebody 
will relieve him,” said Bessie. “Though 
perhaps it is now too late. I don’t 
believe they stick it out all night.” 

Freddy rose to his feet. 

“T am going to sneak along there and 

’ he said. 

“No, no,” protested Mrs. Vincent. 
“We don’t want to give the show away, 
and that is what you would be sure to do. 
I am going myself.” 

Then it was decided not to turn up the 
lights again for fear of causing suspicion. 
Roberta asked them all to descend to her 
room below where the gas-lights, though 
turned down, were still burning. Here 
the party was resumed, though without 
Mrs. Vincent, who had silently stolen 
forth. A whisky-and-soda restored Ya- 
maguchi’s geniality and unloosened Fred- 
dy’s tongue. He lowered his voice as 
though somebody were under the sofa, 
stepped about on tiptoes, and did 
wonders in heightening the sense of 
mystery and romance. 

When Vincie at last returned it was 
so bustlingly and gaily that the one 
thought was that she had pricked the 
bubble. (She had said before that the 
silhouette was not unsuggestive of Mr. 
Dugget, the tenant of number forty.) 

Smiling her dimpled smile and lighting 
a cigaret, she said: “ Bessie’s right. That 
man is on the watch. And the place he is 
watching is us!” 

HERE was a stifled murmur, and 

they all stared at one another. Freddy 
sprang up. His voice when he spoke was 
vibrating. 

“Now listen to me, everybody,” he 
cried out. ‘“‘God knows what this means, 
but there is one thing as clear as daylight 
—not a soul here must blab one single 
word. We must keep this thing absolute- 
ly to ourselves.” 

But he was not satisfied by the general 
assent. One by one, and by name, he 
demanded a specific promise. It was most 
impressive as each answered the roll and 
took a pledge of secrecy. 

“What on earth can you have done, 
Miss Grierson, to be followed like this?” 
asked Mrs. Vincent, who was as undis- 
turbed as ever, and whose eyes, fixed on 
Roberta’s, were filled with mild surmise. 

‘God only knows,” answered the girl. 
“T don’t.” 

“Search your memory,” demanded 
Freddy, with a more insistent note. 
“Has nothing happened that could in 
any way, no matter how mistaken, give 
a clue to this?” 

“No,” she said. 

“Not a death, murder, robbery—any- 
thing?” 

She paled under his scrutiny. 

“You know yourself that my father 
committed suicide,” she said, confused 
and tearful at being forced to make such 
an avowal in public. “But I can’t be- 
lieve that that has anything to do with it. 
How could it?” 

“But nothing else?” Freddy’s voice 
was contrite. ‘Who had the cabin next 
to you on the ship?” 

“Two middle-aged school-téachers from 
Calgary.” 

“But on the other side?” 

“Two more school-teachers from Cal- 
gary; they were all in a party.” 

“*T will tell you one thing,” volunteered 
Bessie. “No detectives ever followed a 


woman yet except for one thing, and 
that’s divorce. I don’t want to butt in. 
but as we are on the subject—can you 
think of any man in this, Miss Grierson?” 

The sweetness and hesitation of her 
utterance absolved the words from of- 
fense. 

“There isn’t any man,” 

As an afterthought she 
any woman either.” 

They all regarded one 
perplexed silence, which 
broken by Mrs. Vincent 
good-night. 

“Time for bed, children, and thanks, 
everybody, for a very pleasant party. 
I think it is all a mare’s-nest if you ask 
me; and the best thing Miss Grierson can 
do is to forget all about it. If there is 
anything in it at all, it means they are 
barking up the wrong tree. Well, let 
them bark!” 


said Roberta. 
added: “Nor 


another in a 
at last was 
rising to say 


The party broke up. Only Freddy 
remained. ; 
CLOSING the door carefully on the 


departing guests, he returned and 
sat down beside Roberta. 

“‘Tt is not a mare’s-nest at all,” he said. 
“Tn my opinion it is something damned 
serious. I am beginning to read your 
face, Bobbie, and what it told me was 
that you are keeping something back.” 

The uncanny perception of this flooded 
the girl’s face with carmine. 

“T was,” she admitted. ‘Though it 
could not have any possible bearing on 
this. Besides, one can’t shout out the 
most intimate things of the heart to 
strangers.” 

“Am 1a stranger?” Freddy was hurt. 

Her hand sought his, and her whole 
young body seemed to melt as she nestled 
to him in reassurance. 

“Freddy, my father sent me a letter— 
a sealed letter—and told me to keep it 
unopened and never let it out of my sight. 
It was that I was thinking of to-night 
when you were asking those searching 
questions.” 


A galvanic shock seemed to pass 
through Freddy. 
“Where is it?” he asked. He spoke 


breathlessly. 

Not without difficulty she drew up the 
little chain from her bosom, and showed 
him the tiny packet of blue silk. 

“Here it is,” she said. 


EXAMINING the outside of the sealed 

letter was no more than the pre- 
liminary of Freddy’s researches. No 
lawyer could have been keener and more 
methodical. 

He had to have the letter that had 
covered the sealed enclosure. The cable- 
grams had to be produced. Going back- 
wards he painstakingly read every letter 
Bobbie had received from her father 
during her two years’ exile in Canada. 
She had kept them all; they had been 
very precious to her. Besides, she was 
accustomed to keep things; she had had 
so very few to keep in her short and 
self-denying life. While reading them 
Freddy asked questions, shrewd, searching 
questions. 

He spent an interminable time over the 
message from the bank, the one offering 
Roberta and her brother their respective 
five hundred pounds. He said it was a 
most peculiar communication, though he 
could justify his statement only on the 
ground of its extreme consideration; and 
even after he had had to admit that an 
employee who had entered the bank at 
sixteen and remained till he was forty- 
eight had unusual claims on it—he still 
wore an unconvinced air. 

“T will tell you what it looks like to me, 
Bobbie,” he said. “It looks as though all 
this nice, kind, loving attitude was to 
show you that everything on earth had 
been done, and please, darling child, 
would you kindly remain in Canada.” 

Roberta could not see it. 

“Tf you want somebody to remain in 
Canada you don’t send them a cheque for 
five hundred pounds,” she remarked with 
an unanswerable logic. 

“Tt is an intuition. Sometimes you 
feel things so strongly that you know 
they are true.” 

(Continued on page 138) 
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IT'S OFF because ITS OUT 


Sold everywhere in convenient package 
form for home use. 


‘Don’t Stimulate the Growth 
by Removing only Surface Hair 

As old-fashioned as the hoop skirts of our 

grandmothers are sulphide depila- 

tories . . . which merely burn hair off the 

surface of the skin . . . by caustic action. 


With ZIP you gently lift out the hairs 


with their very roots ... and in this way 
destroy the growth . . . at the same time 
giving your skin an adorable texture. 


Your most beautiful friends ... use 
ZIP to destroy unwanted hair ... as 
well as the dark shadows under the skin. 
Professionals and Specialists praise ZIP 
as the only effectual remedy for superflu- 
ous hair. 


Treatment or Free Demonstration at my 


Salon. 


562 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
(Entrance on 46th Street) 
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By JANE BRADFORD POTTER 


The minute you see Nupak, you can guess how 
comfortable it is. Snowy-white, surgical absorb- 
ent gauze, as soft as it can be made; downy, 
super-soft absorbent cotton, exquisitely dainty; an 
outer layer of the softest imaginable non-absorbent 
cotton for complete protection—these have been 
fashioned into a pad of generous size and correct 
shape, marvelously soft and comfortable. 

Nupak offers a physical and mental ease that 
medical authorities declare to be of inestimable 
value at such times. Because of the unique, non- 
absorbent back, this softest of pads affords efficient 
protection under all circumstances. Because of its 
superior absorbency, it lasts longer than other 
pads. Because it is so very comfortable, it may be 
worn longer without irritation. 

Try Nupak and see what a difference it makes in 
bodily comfort and peace of mind. You can get it 
at your drug store. If you would like to try one 
free, write me and I shall gladly send you a full- 
sized Nupak pad, in plain wrapper. 


Ask your druggist for Nupak. The name is easy to Say, easy 


to remember. Priced at sixty cents per box of one dozen, 
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OBERTA demurred, but her com- 

panion paid no attention to it. 
He was off on a new tack. 

“Those references to Forder Boone in 
the early letters are very extraordinary. 
Do you realize that Boone was one of the 
most spectacular figures in modern 
finance, and had—to put it bluntly—a 
most unsavory reputation? And appar- 
ently your father and he were the closest 
friends—pals. Why, read that about 
Boone’s death; it is enough to bring tears 
to your eyes. ‘I stumbled out past the 
doctors and nurses and affrighted servants 
oblivious of everything save that the best 
friend I had in the world lay dead.’”’ 

“They were friends long before I left 
England,” said Roberta. “My father 
virtually lived with him, and used to come 
every morning to the bank in a grand car, 
stopping it round the corner to avoid 
remark. I remember so well his laughing 
about it. I wondered at the time why he 
stuck to the bank at all, but my father 
was not the kind of man you could ques- 
tion. There was always something de- 
fensive about him where Boone was 
concerned; he would brag about him and 
his yachts ’and special trains and all that, 
but would close up like an oyster if one 
showed too much interest.’ 

“Where was your father living at the 
time he——” 

Bobby winced at the hesitation, and 
hurriedly filled the blank by answering: 
“A dreadful little place—a basement 
flat below a doctor’s house in the city. 
I was there only a few times, and thought 
it horrible.” 

‘Tis own furniture?” 

“Oh, yes, and lots of books. It was 
cozy enough in its way, but without a 
speck of light or air, and you entered 
it by going down the area steps.” 

“What is happening to it now?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“And you have not been there, or 
anything?” 

“Oh, Freddy, I simply didn’t have the 
heart to do anything—and then I was so 
eager about my clothes and getting an 
engagement and all that.” 

‘‘Funked it, really?” 

“sen, 

Freddy meditated. Then he said: 

“Don’t you think we had better go 
there to-morrow? There may be im- 
portant papers that should not be lying 
about, and anyhow it is your property 
and should be seen to.’ 

“Tt seems a terrible infliction on you, 
Freddy. It isn’t fair to impose it on you.” 

“Bobbie, while I have been doing all 
this it suddenly occurred to me what a 
mind I have for detective work. I be- 
lieve I will take it up seriously. Will you 
let me begin with your case? Put it en- 
tirely in my hands?” 

“But there isn’t any case! 
you be so silly?” 

“You are more than half convinced 
that your poor father did not commit 
suicide. His letter—the open one—told 
you what danger he was in. For ten 
days you have been trailed and watched. 
If all this does not constitute a case, what 
does?” 

“Tt is all very strange,” assented the 
girl. ‘“‘That letter has been a kind of 
nightmare to me. I would certainly be 
thankful for your help and advice. 
But Freddy, dear, it would have to be on 
some kind of business basis; it would be 
victimizing you otherwise, and I simply 
could not do it.” 

“Rot!” 

Freddy’s fruitless quest in the morning 
recurred to her, and her lips rippled into 
a smile. 

“T will give you four pounds a week 
and you can live in,” she said. ‘And of 
course I will pay any expenses.” 


How can 


VER-RIDING his inarticulate 

sounds of protest, she continued: 
“We ought to go to that little bungalow 
he had on the south coast, and to the 
town where the coroner’s inquest was 
held—all the things I had meant to do, 
but shirked. Really, I am ashamed 


to think how backward I have been, how 


frightened to go into it; but having you 
will make it all different.” 
“T could not take any 


pay,” said 


Freddy. “Expenses, yes—but no pay.” 

‘And where would I be if ‘The Clash’ 
started rehearsing, and you got a job 
offered you somewhere else? No, Fre ddy, 
this is Business with a capital B. You 
start in my employ to-morrow morning 
at nine o'clock with a salary of four 
pounds a week, and your room-rent and 
breakfast paid.” 

“Very good, madam,” said Freddy, 
succumbing. “I will wait on madam 
to-morrow at ten. And in the mean- 
while I think you had better let me take 
all those letters up to my room and lock 
them up. They woule be safer there 
than here. 

“Good idea” 

‘And as soon as possible let us hire a 
et in the Fidelity Safe Deposit. and put 
your father’s letter in there. Yt is a 
very poor idea—this carrying it round 
your neck. Where do you put them 
w he *n you bathe? 

“On my dressing-table.’ 

‘And suppose there 
Suppose you rushed out?” 

“Oh, Freddy! Please set some limits 
to your imagination!” 

“T insist on putting that letter in the 
safe »-deposit.”” 

“T am not objecting; it is a perfect 
nuisance to me round my neck.” 

Freddy had stood up. It was very 
exhilarating to be a detective. 

With a touch of his army authority he 
said: ‘To-morrow we shall search your 
father’s flat, and arrange about the 
disposal of the furniture and the cancel- 
lation of the lease. Then we shall rent a 
box in the Fidelity and place that letter 
in safety, and we shall do all this with 
every precaution to throw these fellows 
off the scent. Then we shall run down 
to that town on the south coast, and 
shall read the back files of the local 
paper to gct the record of the coroner's 
inquest.” 

Bobbie’s glance showed how impressed 
she was. Freddy in his new rdéle was 
almost startling, and he maintained it 


was a fire? 


even when he said good-night. No 
kissing, of course. Detectives did not 
kiss. 


Dear old Freddy, how clever and how 
ineffectual he was, both at once. But 
quite one of the nicest people in the 
world. Thank goodness he had come 
down init. If he had not come down she 
would never have met him. 


HE next morning Freddy arranged 

their departure very skilfully. Pick- 
ing up a taxi in the King’s Road he rolled 
up to number 19, where Roberta was 
already waiting behind the front door, 
and carried her off. He had arranged 
beforehand with the taxi-driver to take 
them to the Grosvenor Hotel, where they 
quietly but hastily dismounted, walked 
inside, and descending the stair on the 
left of the big lobby, found themselves 
in the teeming station. From here they 
made their way into Victoria Street, 
dove into the Underground, and were 
whisked away to the city. Pursuit was 
virtually impossible. Except in the un- 
aig event of a watch being kept on 

Tatham Place, they had eluded their 
A ezong 

But the basement was locked; the 
blinds within were pulled down, and it 
wore a dusty and desolate look of 
abandonment. There was no notice- 
board nor anything of the kind; no “To 
let” or “To lease,” or “Apply to Messrs. 
Thingabob & Thingummy.” But their 
stir in the areaway had attracted atten- 
tion from above: a woman looked out, 
evidently a cook, and asked them amiably 
enough what they wanted. 

“We want to get in,” said Freddy. 

“You can’t, it’s locked.” 

“Who has got the key?” 

“Master.” 

‘And where’s he?” 

“In the surgery, but it is visiting hour 
and you mustn’t go in unless something’s 
the matter with you.” 

She suddenly popped her head in again 
as the front door opened and a woman 
came out with a bandaged child; a bare- 
headed man followed her—unmistakably 
the doctor himself, stealing a breath of 

(Continued on page 140) 
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“When thou makest presents, let them 
be of such things as will last long.’’—FULLER 


“Pottery in the days of old became a favorite 
medium for conveying compliments and good wishes. 
For more than a generation beautiful Roseville Pot- 
tery has been wonderfully esteemed by those who 
give and receive gifts of merit. 

The supremacy of Roseville creations for gift pur- 
poses is due to a charm unsurpassed . . . that makes 
them cherished for many long years ... that enables 
one to express sentiment or appreciation fully. 





Here are bowls, jars, vases, candlesticks and many 
more exquisite pieces . . . truly a surprising abun- 
dance of graceful designs in soft, rich colors . . . to 
suit a multitude of purposes, useful and decorative. 





At the season of the year when gift-giving reaches 
its height, you will choose the gift supreme if you 
choose something in Roseville Pottery. The leading 
stores have a variety of designs from which you can 
make a happy selection. 


As a guide to gifts of charm, write for a copy of 
our booklet, ‘‘Pottery.’’ It’s free for the asking 


THE ROSEVILLE POTTERY CO., Zanesville, Ohio 
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the spring air under the excuse of parting 


directions. He was a withered, reddish 
creature of a friendly aspect whom 
Freddy had no fear of accosting. Apolo- 


gizing, he explained that this was Miss 
Grierson, the daughter of the late 
tenant of the basement, who naturally 
wished to— 

“Thank goodness somebody has come 
from somewhere about that basement,” 
said the doctor. ‘You can’t imagine 
what a quandary I have been in not 
knowing whether to rent it again or not. 
I hope I did right in sending away all the 
furniture to a depository?” 

He gazed at Freddy, smiling pleasantly, 
and yet not without a shade of anxiety. 
Then recalling, as in duty bound, 
Grierson’s suicide, he added: “It was a 
great shock to us—frightful!” 

“What exactly is the status of the 
flat now?” asked Freddy. 

“Status? Oh, I see what you mean. 
There was no lease or anything, only an 
understanding of three months’ notice 
either way. He paid five and sixpence a 
week, and an extra half-crown for 
garaging his motorcycle and getting it 
looked after by my chauffeur. I have 
no idea what I am owed, but if Miss 
Grierson would not think thirty shillings 
too exorbitant—-?” 

He took it thankfully, saying he was 
glad to get the matter off his mind; and 
then, ushering them into his consulting- 
room, he searched for the depository 
receipt, and wrote out an order authoriz- 
ing Roberta to dispose of the furniture. 
The girl placed both papers in her purse, 
and seeing that patients-were arriving, 
signaled Freddy to leave. They left 
with cordial handshakes, and outside 
decided that Doctor Matthews was a 
very nice fellow. 

“* Now for the depository,” said Freddy. 
“What is it called, and where is it?” 

Bobby consulted the receipt. 

“The London and Provincial De- 
pository, 31, 33, 35, 37, 39 41, 43, 45 Old 
Blackwall Street, Fulham.” 

“Are you sure you have given me all 
the numbers, Bobbie?” 

“No, there is one more—only it is 
blurred. I think it must be 47?” 

Laughing, they discussed how best to 
reach Fulham. It was frightfully far 
away, but Freddy said the Morse system 
would get them there—which was his 
fanciful way of putting it. A dash was 
the Underground, dots were buses. 
Freddy said it was enormously simplifying 
and that he had invented it himself. 
They argued about it all the way to 
Fulham, which took even longer than 
they had anticipated, owing to getting 
on a wrong dot. 


HE depository was a vast and dingy 

structure occupied exclusively (in 
the human sense) by a young lady in a 
glass box, eating her luncheon. All 
about her were pianos—dozens and 
dozens of pianos—clustering together 
apparently for warmth. It was with 
some compunction that they disturbed 
the young lady, who was unexpectedly 
obliging. She looked at the number on 
their receipt, pulled out a filing drawer 
and then announced in the most un- 
concerned way that the furniture had 
been removed. 

“Tt has been taken away,” she re- 
peated, as Freddy and Roberta stared at 
each other in stupefaction. 

““You must be mistaken,” said Freddy. 
“‘It—it’s impossible.” 

The young lady compared the numbers 
again. 

‘**No, no, it is all right; placed here by 
Doctor Matthews, thirty-seven Tatham 
Place, April 22nd. Removed on his 
written order, April 25th. Van and labor, 
three pounds six shillings; quarterly stor- 
age, two pounds eight. Total—five 
pounds fourteen, paid before removal.” 

‘But here is the receipt,” said Freddy. 
“How could they take it away without 
this receipt?” 

The young lady looked confused. 

“That was very irregular,” she said. 
“T presume they thought the order was 
sufficient. I was not there myself; I have 
just taken the other girl’s place, who was 
discharged.” 


Freddy, in a suffocating voice, asked if 

» had the order there. It was Passed to 
im. 

It was on a small sheet, with the doc- 
tor’s name and address printed at the 
and stripped from a block presumabh? 
used for prescriptions. 


“Kindly surrender to bearer the 
furniture and effects placed by me in 
storage on April pom C. Matthews 
M.R.C.S.” 


“But this bearer—the person who 
brought you this—did he not give you a 
receipt?’ asked Freddy. 

“Oh, of course. We are most exact 
here, and there are printed forms for the 
purpose.” 

The printed form, which was largely 
preoccupied with the perfect state of the 
furniture before removal, and burdened 
the remover with the legal fiction of hay- 
ing counted, checked and examined every- 
thing with meticulous care—bore, the 
name of J. R. Jones, and the address, 
Donkin Court, High Street, Kensington, 


REDDY made a memorandum of this 

in his new sixpenny notebook; he had 
not realized how soon it would be used. 

“Might I take Doctor Matthews’ 
order?”’ asked Freddy. “It is very im- 
portant that I should show it him.” 

The girl looked shocked. 

“Oh, no, it is a record,” she said, 
“Records cannot be given to anybody 
except on an order of Court. Where 
would we be if Tom, Dick or Harry 
walked away with records?” 

“Then let me copy it down,” said 
Freddy. 

Outside, Bobbie’s pent-up indignation 
welled over. 

“Let us go right back to that wretched 
doctor and tax him with it. It is only too 
plain he got out the furniture and made 
away with it, thinking nobody would ever 
call him to account. I wish I had my 
thirty shillings back; when I think of 
having given it to him it makes me 
tremble with rage. But if there is law in 
England he shall smart for it, and if the 
furniture is not restored in twenty-four 
hours I shall get a solicitor and start 
things.” 

She would have gone on, but Freddy 
made a hushing sound, and cast an appre- 
hensive glance around him. 

“‘T don’t know what to think,” he said. 
“Though I know what we should do 
first.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Find this J. R. Jones.” 

“Pity we hadn’t looked him up in the 
telephone book.” 

“Good idea—I will go back; you stay 
here.” 

Freddy was gone an age. When he 
came back he wore a strange shriveled 
look, which with him meant anxiety. 

“He is not only mot in the book, my 
dear, but he is not in the Directory—not 
at least at Donkin Court, Kensington, 
High Street—for there is no such place in 
London!” 

“Freddy!” 

“T found a foreman there—such a 
splendid fellow—and he said he couldn't 
understand how they had got the furni- 
ture away without giving up the receipt— 
said there must have been some palm oil 
used. He had never heard of any Donkin 
Court, but wouldn’t let me go, saying it 
was their business to know addresses— 


or find them if they didn’t. Finally he 
telephoned to the Kensington Police 
Station, and my dear, it does not 


exist!”’ 

After a staggering moment they de- 
bated what they should do next. 

“Food first,’ announced Freddy, “and 
then to the doctor’s and tear him limb 
from limb. He has got away with it.” 

After a hurried meal in a tea-shop 
they took a taxi—for it seemed no 
time to consider economy—and sped back 
to Tatham Place. They were just in time 
to intercept the doctor as he was getting 
into his closed Ford car. His mild face 
showed irritation as Freddy stopped him; 
he indicated he was in a hurry; well, one 
minute then—no more. 

(Continued on page 141) 
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In this Lincoln Limousine by Dietrich one finds the careful elegance 
of an earlier and more courtly day combined with modern-day 
speed, power and comfort. Lincoln devotion to detailed excellence 
is revealed in every line of this beautifully finished Limousine. A 
glass partition is easily lowered out of sight for Sedan use. There are 


two wide and deeply cushioned auxiliary seats for extra passengers. 
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O many perfumes come with dramatic ac- 
claim, hold the stage their little hour — 


and then are gone! ... But when smart women 





throughout the world continue to accord favor 
to two fragrances above all others, there must 
be in these perfumes a rare, inherent loveliness — 
a charm that is irresistible and ever new. The 


most successful odeurs of perfume history are 


Quelques Fleurs and Le Parfum Ideal, by 
Houbigant . These odeurs, in the Louis XV 
bottle designed for Houbigant by Bacarat, of 
Paris, are especially appropriate as gifts—each is 
$25.00. Quelques Fleurs, in different bottles, is 
$1 5.00,$7.50,and $4.00... Le Parfum Ideal, in 
the silk box, is $6.75;also $1 2.50, $3.50, $1.75. 
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You must send for the booklet, 
“Things Perfumes Whisper.’ and 
the five sachets perfumed with five 
Houbigant odeurs. It will teach 
you bow to use them. Houbigant, 
Inc., Dept. 56, 4” West 45th 


Street, New Yor 
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“The furniture has been removed,” 

said Freddy. His voice was menacing. 
“A person giving the name of J. R. Jones 
took it away on your written order.” 

“My order?” repeated the doctor as 
though amazed. ‘“‘ My order?” 

“Yes, and on your own paper with your 
name and address printed at the top!” 

“Let me see it, please.” 

“Tt is at the depository; they would 
not let it out of their hands.” 

The doctor blinked. 

“Tt is an impudent forgery,” he said. 
“Of course I gave no order.” 

The pause that followed was dramatic 
in its intensity. 

“And what do you propose to do about 
it?” put in Roberta, pale with anger. 
“You had no right to dismantle the flat 
in the first place; it is queer, to say the 
least, that you should have stored it in 
your own name; and now if you don’t 
jolly well get it back I shall go to the 

lice.” 

At this the doctor looked very unhappy. 

OTe was of the most trifling value,” he 
said. ‘‘Seventy-five pounds would have 
covered the lot. Nobody in his senses 
would risk penal servitude to steal it. 
Are you sure it isn’t all a mistake?” 

A mistake! Freddy, in stinging accents, 
pointed out how little mistake there was. 
That signed and dated order to bearer! 
That receipt signed J. R. Jones! That 
imaginary Donkin Court! Only a fool or 
a knave—! 

“You needn’t kick a dead horse,” in- 
terrupted the doctor, with a spark of 
spirit. “‘I regret this more than words 
can express; I am dreadfully sorry about 
it; but when it comes to responsibility I 
think that attaches to the depository for 
surrendering property on a forged order, 
and not demanding the original receipt. 
My part will be to help the police by every 
means in my power, and this of course I 
am more than willing to do.” 

His candor was very convincing; 
Roberta felt a lessening of a desire to 
rend him limb from limb; she even looked 
a little ashamed at this indirect reference 
to her threat about calling in the police. 


N THE ensuing calm produced by his 

reasonable and disarming tone he drew 
out a little prescription block, and asked 
Freddy if the printing at the top was 
identical with the forged order. 

“Absolutely different,” said Freddy. 
“The type is not the same, and moreover 
this is printed in dark-blue ink.” 

“Blue is a fad of mine,” explained the 
doctor, helping to disperse the fast- 
disappearing clouds. ‘Blue for happi- 
ness, you know. Blue car, blue tie, 
blue shirt and blue printing, of course. 
Dress my wife in blue; dress the baby; 
and now the harmony will be complete 
by this wretched business giving me the 
blues.” 

He chuckled deprecatorily at this joke. 

“T will tell you what I shall do,” he 
said. ‘Go late this afternoon to the 
depository, denounce the forgery, and 
put the matter squarely up to them. 
Ring me up to-morrow morning between 
nine and ten for news of what has hap- 
pened.” 

Freddy, consulting Roberta with his 
eyes, nodded his agreement. 

“Excellent,” he said aloud. 

“But without publicity,” pleaded 
Bobby, who had been envisaging the 
situation from a new angle. “I could 
not bear to have it in the papers. My 
father’s death and all that, you know. 
His sui—” 

Freddy saved her from saying the 
word. He was the most considerate, 
the mosg tactful man in the world; her 
eyes swam with gratitude as he hastily 
interposed: ‘Miss Grierson means that 
the press must not get hold of this.” 

Assurances. Farewells. The doctor 
entered his blue car, set his blue leather 
bag beside him, and was driven off by his 
blue chauffeur. The young couple were 
left standing on the pavement, cheered 
in spite of themselves. 

“God knows we have nothing to grin 
about,” said Freddy. ‘Yet I feel like a 
two-year-old frisking in a field. It must 
be the blue, Bobbie. Nothing will ever 
convince me we shall get your father’s 








things back; and even if we do what 
they were after won’t be there. We 
ought properly to be in the dumps.” 

me | am too bewildered to be in any- 
thing,” said ee “Shall we go 
home, or what?” 

“No, we shall take 2 a nice walk,” said 
Freddy, ‘ ‘picking wild flowers as we go, 
and trying not to startle any brokers or 
bankers in the woodland, gradually make 
our way to a classic temple called the 
Fidelity Safe Deposit Company.” 

Bobbie laughed. Freddy’s fancifulness 
struck a very responsive cord. 

“We must put that sealed letter in the 
only place where it will be safe,’’ he went 
on. “Then, at least, the worst worry of 
all will be lifted off our backs.” 

“Yes, I shall be thankful to get rid of 
it; it is annoying to have a thing always 
in your thoughts; dint, dint, dint always 
there under everything.” 


HE classic temple was a most im- 

pressive place, and the formalities 
attending initiation were thorough. A 
password had to be conceived and written 
down in an imposing book—Bobbie 
choosing Baby Bung. A lease, alarmingly 
printed in red ink, had to be signed. 
The question came up of whether Bobbie 
wished to have a deputy or not. The 
deputy was a friend or legal adviser, 
who knew the password and could be 
authorized to use the key. It was 
delicately indicated that a deputy was 
advisable, especially in thc case of a lady. 
Ladies were given to losing their keys, 
entailing an expense of one guinea for the 
breaking of the lock and its replacement 
by another; and then were apt to find the 
missing key afterwards in their reticule. 
The official smiled indulgently; you felt as 
though he had been as drilled in con- 
sideration as a soldier trained to machine- 
guns or handling camels. 

Strange to say Freddy balked at being 
Roberta’s deputy. Idiotic scruples sud- 
denly overcame him. Said she did not 
need one, and simply wouldn’t hear of it. 
In a whispered aside as she expostulated 
with him, he said it would be a violation 
of her father’s wish. Idiotically, too, 
as she thought, the forged order at the 
depository had filled him with singular 
misgivings. This deputy business would 
impair her absolute assurance that the 
letter was lying safely in its box. Freddy 
would have none: of it. Usually so 
yielding, he showed himself adamant. 

Guided into the interior of the steel 
fortress by a subordinate official in a 
modified police uniform, her box was 
found and partially unlocked. Then 
she was shown how to insert her own 
key and complete the unlocking. No 
box could be opened without this double 
process, thus making the theft of a key 
useless for any harm. The whole 
system, indeed, was marvelously con- 
ceived. You began by passing a well- 
guarded iron gate on the level of the 
street. Then you descended a flight of 
steps, and were identified below by a 
most exact personal description of you 
in a file; you might be asked to give your 
password; you signed your name in a 
book; and then you were given in charge 
of an attendant who led you to your 
box. He partially unlocked it. You 
put in your own key, and presto! The 
climax of all these precautions was 
attained. Then, your business done, 
you snapped it shut, the double lock 
functioning automatically. And all this 
was at your service for twenty-five 
shillings, which was the price of the 
smallest box, plus five shillings deposit 
for the key. 

Freddy was enthralled; longed to have 
a box of his own; but unfortunately he 
had nothing to put in one except his 
Military Cross, ‘three pounds four 
shillings and tenpence and an embittered 
correspondence with the Ministry of 
Pensions. Such a pauper had no place 
in what he called the Catacombs of 
Croesus; had to’content himself with the 
satisfaction that he had fought and bled 
to keep them safe for plutocracy. He 
was in great form. Seldom had those 
gloomy corridors reechoed with so much 
gaiety. 

(Continued on page 146) 
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HERE’S almost as much 
pleasure in selecting Christ- 
mas gifts as there is in giving 
them—when the selecting 
takes place at Plummer’s. 
Practically everything worth 
while in beautiful china and 
glass is displayed here, con- 
tinually offering suggestions 
that go a long way toward 
solving the Christmas prob- 
lem. ~ At Plummer’s you will 
find the leading makes of glass 
and china that often may be 
had from single pieces to com- 
plete services— earthenware 
and pottery in rare colors and 
shapes—and ever so many 
knick-knacks that help to fill 
the little nooks and corners. 
“Incidentally, the Lenox Pat- 
tern shown above is carried 
in open stock, dinner plates 
and tea cupsand saucers each 
being marked at $35 perdozen. 
Mailordersare filled promptly. 
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rasping, more guttural even than the dia- 
lect of Alsace. It really doesn’t deserve 
such contempt. The people of Quebec 
resent it, if you smile at their language, 
as at something quaint and naive. A 
clever Frenchman born and reared in Que- 
bec once told me that the most execrable 
patois that ever brought disgrace upon 
the mother-tongue was the French of the 
native Parisian. “‘We in Canada speak 
as the true Frenchman speaks,” he 
loftily asserted. “‘We can be understood 
in France; the Parisian can’t be, outside 
his own little district.’”” So much for Paris 
and all its impudent presumptions! 

Quebec is France of the purest provin- 
cial type. The citizens are all devout 
Roman Catholics; they hobble on 
crutches to the shrine of St. Anne de 
Beaupré and, having gazed upon the 
little-finger bone of that compassionate 
Lady, leave their crutches in the Basilica 
and walk home rejoicing. 


[ ATELY, Quebec has gained a vogue 
as a winter resort that almost 
eclipses its more ancient prestige. Skiing 
blithely on the Plains of Abraham, one 
quite forgets that here Montcalm and 
Wolfe died—and breathed quotable last 
words for the benefit of future grammar- 
school historians. The moment a visitor 
comes out of the railway station into the 
night air, the sporting spirit awakes. 
Orion, most heroic and athletic of winter 
constellations, pauses in his heaven- 
scaling stride to wave an offhand salute 
of welcome; I am sure he greeted me that 
way, anyhow. Everywhere sleigh-bells 
jingle—a tremulous faint clamor; there is 
an eerie babbling note to sleigh-bells in 
the darkness, as if they were shaken too 
tentatively to ring out a full-toned peal. 
It is intensely cold, of course—taking 
deep breaths is like inhaling peppermint. 
One half expects to see the air itself 
crystallize, to watch icicles form and hang 
suspended in the midnight-blue emptiness. 

The first of one’s Quebec adventures— 
and much the most harrowing—is the 
taxicab ride from the station to the 
Chateau Frontenac. The Chateau crowns 
Quebec, is set squarely on the top of its 
head with all the conscious massive 
grandeur of a bishop’s miter. Up and up 
and up the taxi labors, groaning and 
protesting horribly. The street is steep 
a mere crooked gash down a clifi—and 
alarmingly narrow. If you wish to retain 
your civilized poise, don’t peep out of the 
back window of your taxicab. I did, on 
my first trip from the station to the hotel, 
and I had all the sensations of a traveler 
on a funicular railroad when the cable 
breaks. There we were, half-way up a 
mountain of polished glass, and I felt 
certain that we had begun to slip. Meekly 
I gave myself up, expecting the taxi to 
turn a series of back-somersaults until it 
fetched up against the station hundreds 
of feet—thousands of feet!—below. In- 
stead, we gave a last dying snort and 
turned a corner into a street just a trifle 
longer and hillier than the first. But by 
the time we reached the hotel, I had be- 
comed hardened to danger and wished 
there were a few more crags to surmount. 

Of all the cities in the new world, 
Quebec is the most slippery, the most 
precipitous. Every time a person leaves 
the hotel, he must needs plunge to the 
bottom of some abyss or other. The 
safest way to get about is in a sleigh, 
though even that method entails giddy 
adventures. I have a vivid memory of 
a traflic tangle at a street-intersection 
half-way down a hill. My sleigh had just 
reached a blind corner, flanked on all 
sides by high buildings sheathed in gray 
tin. Without warning, a big sleigh filled 
with milk bottles slued out of the side- 
street at the right and lunged for us. My 
driver reined in and swiftly we turned a 
complete right-about-face. The next 
moment, a fire-engine on runners dashed 
around the left-hand corner. (Fortu- 
nately, it wasn’t answering an alarm. The 
horses were just having their daily 
exercise.) Then the skidding began. We 
all went around and around in circles—a 
crazy sort of waltz. The dairy horse was 
breathing down my neck; the fire-steeds 











had evidently determined to climb up 
into my lap. But nobody got excited. We 
all smiled at one another and waited tij] 
the milk-truck charged backwards up on 
the sidewalk, bumped into a house—and 
the situation was saved. I was bowed 
ahead with great politeness; as I jingled 
away, I heard the others chattering to- 
gether like tried old friends. Picture the 
result of such an embroilment in New 
York; think of the oaths three taxi-drivers 
on Sixth Avenue would have exchanged, 
I have asked a good many sober citizens 
of Quebec about their traffic problems; 
according to them—and I believe them— 
accidents are very rare. Good nature may 
prove much more of a protection for 
human life than signal towers and police- 
men at every crossing; certainly it costs 
less! 

Of all the joys Quebec offers, I cherish 
those sleigh-rides most. I have a feeling 
of grandeur, of old-world opulence when 
I loll back against my cushions and, 
buried to the eyes beneath three or four 
immense fur rugs, indulgently survey the 
passing show. To be sure, the seams of 
the cushions have usually burst and the 
stuffing is apt to protrude from odd 
crannies; the great fur rugs have upon 
them the grime of the ages, so that one 
wonders vaguely about anthrax while the 
driver, with maternal tenderness, wraps 
one up into a veritable papoose. But 
those are minor discomforts, forgotten 
as soon as the bells strike up their elfin 
jangling. It may be that the sense of im- 
portance comes from traveling along so 
close to the ground; the racing models of 
smart motors have taught us that the 
fewer inches between us and the earth, 
the more aristocratic we look. At any 
rate, in a sleigh in Quebec, I wax great 
in my own estimation. When the horse 
clatters through a gloomy tunnel cut into 
the gray walls of the fortifications, I 
can’t resist pretending that I am a bureau- 
crat in pre-war Russia, taking the air in 
my magnificent troika and about to be 
blown to fragments by the bomb of some 
half-starved fanatical student. 

My driver stands up grandly (he never 
sits) in the front of the sleigh, halts before 
each historic building, turns and 
harangues me in broken English, as if I 
were a large public meeting. He reads 
aloud the French inscriptions on all the 
bronze tablets; when he has finished, he 
informs me, “If you no understan’, it’s 
in English, too—dere on de right side.” 
I thank him: our intercourse is a model of 
slightly antiquated civility. We stop in 
front of the archbishop’s palace, under the 
statue of the great Laval—a bent figure 
in ecclesiastical robes, who still looms 
large in the consciousness of the people. 
Rightly, too! He founded Laval Uni- 
versity, that beetling mass of stone down 
the street there. He made the Seminary 
famous. My guide waves me out of his 
sleigh, directs me through the gate into 
the quadrangle of the Seminary, the most 
impressively beautiful spot in all Quebec; 
it somehow reminds me of the chateau in 
Edith Wharton’s “‘Kerfol,” so hauntingly 
still it is, so watery-gray the old buildings 
back of the gaunt branches of the tree 
King Edward planted in his youth. 


DRIVE in a sleigh gives you Quebec. 

A taxicab hustles and flusters you. 
If you walk, you often get lost—and your 
breath always gives out at the foot of the 
most arduous hill. But a long leisurely 
excursion through the twisted old streets 
in an open sleigh, with the ineffectual 
little chimes all sweetly out of tune, with 
just the tip of your nose exposed tinglingly 
to the frost—there you have the propet 
way to mouse about Quebec. 

From my corner room on the thit- 
teenth floor of the Chateau Frontenac 
(a perfect aerie for a Robber Baron) I 
could look down upon the whole city and 
rearrange into a neat pattern all the 
tangled impressions of my sleigh-rides. 
The place lay under me like a vast archi- 
tectural map. To my right rolled the 
Laurentian Hills. To my left stretched 
the broad level of Dufferin Terrace, with 
its toboggan slide and _ skating-rink. 
(Continued on page 144) 
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FLORIDA SUNSHINE 


BROUGHT TO *% 


J 


T’S great to be able to‘‘ follow the sun” 
Southward in Winter—but it takes 
time and money; and even then weath- 
er conditions are often disappointing. 


With the new Battle Creek SUNARC 
Bath, in your home, you can have a 
flood of sunshine at the snap of a switch 
—any time—winter or summer. And 
this sunshine is practically identical 
with natural sunshine, yet even more 
beneficial. It is richer in the valuable 
health-giving rays, now so widely recog- 
nized by medical science. 


Here, at last, is a dependable new 
method of keeping the entire family fit 
and strong. The same identical equip- 
ment is used in the largest health insti- 
tution in the world, where a group of 


SUNARC Baths administer 22,000 


treatments a year. 


Are You ‘‘Sunshine Starved” 7? 


‘ 


If you are ‘‘sunshine starved” —if you 
feel listless, lack appetite, catch cold 
easily —SUNARC Baths at home will 


work wonders for you. It’s so easy, so 





Without sunlight all liv- 
ing matter would soon 
perish. Sunlight sup- 
plies energy — promotes 
growth —kills bacteria. 





Get your share of wy 








sunshine. 


YOUR HON 





+ is 


pleasurable to bask a few minutes daily 
in the naturally invigorating rays of the 
SUNARC. It banishes that “tired feel- 
ing’’—stimulates appetite and is an aid 
to sound sleep. The SUNARC is won- 
derful for children, too, for little bodies 
as well as big bodies need this direct 
daily contact with health-giving sun- 
shine. It helps to normalize weight, im- 

















The Battle Creek SUNALC 
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parts to the skin a rich, healthful tinge 
and enriches the blood. 


Everyone knows how dependent plant 
life is upon sunshine. Recent scientific 
tests, in the famous research laborato- 
ries at Battle Creek, have shown how 
the growth and health of animals is in- 
fluenced by exposure to light. Medical 
authorities fully realize the curative 
powers of this light. It builds energy, 
destroys bacteria, and improves the 
whole general health tone. If in doubt, 
ask yourdoctor. He will verify these facts. 
‘‘Sunshine and Health” is a free book 
which shows how the Battle Creek 
‘‘Sunarc” brings health and happiness 
to your home. Send for it — Today ! 


Sanitarium Equipment Co. 


Dep’t. 38 D Battle Creek, Mich. 





The Battle Creek Sunarc Bath 
is made by lhe manufacturers 


of the famous Battle Creek 


‘* Health Builder” 


and 


“‘ Mechanical Health Horse’’ 


© S. E. CO. 
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WALES 
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THE PERFUME OF A LADY 
FriEnDLyY lights are shining from the windows of gaunt Inverness, | 
for tonight within its walls the spirited Christmas ball is at its 
height. This year brings as favored guest, the Marchioness of Spey,* 
whose very presence spells success for the affair. Dainty as a queen, 
in costume, is this lovely lady, and fastidious too, for she claims 
one exquisite perfume as herown,andonealone. “Bond Street,” made 
by Yardley. Here she has found the gracious delicacy that befits a 
lady of high position, and here a fragrance held in high esteem by 
smartly sophisticated women everywhere. 

England’s best—famous Bond Street by Yardley—may be had 
in compact, $1; face powder, $1.50; talcum, $1; bath salts, $1.50, and 
extract, $6. Yardley, 8 New Bond Street, London; 15-19 Madison 
Square, N., New York; Toronto; Paris. 


“BOND STREET” 
py YARDLEY 








* Out of deference to our clientele we have refrained from using actual names 
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Tiny human figures peopled it, some 
fighting against the wind, others scuttling 
along before it. The microscopic dog- 
team of the Chateau went trotting up and 
down between the statue of Champlain 
and the band-stand. Beyond the iron 
fence at the edge of the terrace, the 
plateau ended abruptly, as if a gigantic 
knife had sheared through the rock with a 
single neat slice, leaving the Chateau 
impregnable on its own particular emi- 
nence, but shattering the rest of the cleft 
mountain and tumbling the fragments 
into the river. Aloft in my room, letting 
my eyes drop from the terrace to the 
lower town, I would feel for the window- 
sill with a queer sensation of giddiness; 
warm and snug, I would yet shiver a bit 
whenever my glance drifted out to the 
grim welter of ice-floes that was the St. 
Lawrence. 

In the direct central line of my vision, 
the Houses of Parliament stood out on a 
high bluff against the lemon-yellows and 
stinging frost-bitten reds of the winter 
sunset. The Chateau and the govern- 
ment buildings face each other from the 
opposite rims of a deep cup-like depres- 
sion in the earth. Between my room and 
those piles of gray stone, the aristocratic 
section of Quebec and the main business 
streets swooped and soared and knotted 
themselves together in a bewildering 
mesh. Everywhere the fortifications, 
capped by cannon, zigzagged about the 
town, veining it with granite. 

A cold, austere gray seems to be the pre- 
vailing color of Quebec, the rock-gray 
one always associates with the donjon 
keeps of the Normans. Stout, massive 
houses of stone elbow one another, jut 
out upon the pavement or are crammed 
back into recesses. Most of them have 
two stories of narrow dormer-windows 
cut into the steep roofs, drifts of snow 
back of the tall chimneys, icicles strung 
along as if on a rope beneath the eaves. 
In spite of this steel-engraving bleakness 
of the houses, however, Quebec is vividly 
gay, with none of the bilious depression 
of Scandinavian countries that look in 
vain for the sun in winter. The snow 
keeps its pure damask luster; even on the 
busy streets it never becomes soiled 
and smoke-grimed, never rots into sordid 
big-city snow. The sun, though it 
doesn’t melt a solitary icicle, takes the 
edged sharpness out of the air, adds to it 
a few smooth drops of oil and gives it 
body, so that every deep breath is a stiff 
drink in itself, with an afterglow. At 
times, the dazzle of the sun on the snow 
grows too fierce; the light raining out of 
the blue sky turns one a trifle groggy and 
little red motes dance before the eyes. 
When that happens, it’s best to hurry 
back to the hotel and pull down the 
shades and rest in the dark. 


HE coziest moment of the day comes 

after sunset. A blurring, watery dusk 
drifts over the scene; the snow, no longer 
a brilliant negation of color, is tinted a 
pale violet. The parabolas of the street- 
lamps and the lighted windows of the 
topsy-turvy houses emphasize the Cali- 
gari-like quality of the town. Bitter cold 
down there, with a cruel wind scudding 
up the hills! And yet one takes it for 
granted that the whole population is 
indoors for the night, toasting its toes in 
front of the fire, watching the lid of the 
kettle dance, sniffing the rich aroma of 
some utterly French pol-au-feu. At 
twilight in Quebec, with the thermometer 
taking a plunge to ten or fifteen below 
zero, it’s always Christmas Eve for me, 
and those bells that never cease their 
jingling are hung back of the ears of Santa 
Claus’s reindeer. 

Just the setting for those of us who, in 
our childhood, longed to kill polar bears 
and to sit nonchalantly on icebergs while 
spearing fish for our lonely suppers. The 
Chateau Frontenac offers. a grown-up, 
comfortable substitute fer those ambi- 
tions of our early years. At least there’s 
zero weather outdoors—and we can skate 
and ski and toboggan. Thus do we 
temper the heroic dreams of our youth! 

While our weaker brethren play golf 
and tennis in the south, the lifts at the 





Chateau carry woolly human cocoons that 
smell of the cold and literally crackle with 
electricity. The current of the aurora 
borealis gets into the veins of these hardy 
adventurers. Even I was soon humming 
like a telegraph wire. Every time |] 
touched a metal bar or put a finger to an 
electric button, I felt a queer jarring 
shock. My muffler, when I unwrapped 
it from my neck, gave off showers of 
sparks that made clicking, spiteful sounds 


ETTING acclimated to the cold turns 


out to be astonishingly easy. It’s 
only a matter of bundling up. Keep 
your ears covered, wear warm thick 


socks and fur-lined gloves and the frost 
will not harm you. If you own a big 
bearish raccoon coat, by all means take 
it along; but you can still thrive and put 
on weight without it. The weather 
seems to whip the blood to the surface, 
to draw out all the self-protecting warmth 
of the body; the human animal in Canada 
walks abroad in a cozy circle of his own 
diffused glow. People skate for as many 
hours on the Chateau rink as they do in 
Central Park. Again and again the 
tobogganers, after the swift-winged rush 
down the slide, trudge up the long incline 
for their tenth, their twentieth trip. So 
many, by the way, shiver at the very men- 
tion of tobogganing in Canada; they 
have read of this young girl crippled for 
life, of that young man who had his head 
chopped off. Frankly, nothing could be 
safer than the triple chute of the Chateau. 
Starting high up under the guns of the 
King’s Bastion, it extends the full length 
of Dufferin Terrace. Each track is 
separated from the others by a thick 
wall of ice two feet high. No collisions, 
no tumbles, no shrieks of terror! I have 
seen the sleds packed with little children, 
all as calm and philosophic as could be. 
Occasionally a man takes the slide alone, 
stretched flat on his back with his cap 
tilted over his eyes—you would think he 
was having his afternoon nap. Perhaps 
he, too, is betraying his childhood visions 
of peril and hair’s-breadth escapes; but 
that he is enjoying himself to the full no 
one can doubt. 

Near-by the dogs, dainty and efficient, 
jog along upon their twenty-eight little 
cushioned pads and pull their sled 
smoothly after them. The driver is 
French Canada incarnate—lean and hard 
and handsome, smothered in furs, with 
lines of tragedy furrowed deep into his 
face and a bitter churlish mouth split 
open in several places by the cold. He 
looks forbidding—but talk to him for a 
few moments and you will find him art- 
lessly gay and transparent and trusting. 
An odd race, these Canucks! Their outer 
shell has been carved by the cruel sun and 
harrying winds into a mask of pain; 
but underneath they are sturdy hum- 
drum peasant-folk and don’t pretend to 





measure up to any melodramatic 
standards. 
By tea-time, the crowd of lusty 


Nanooks from New York and Detroit 
and Toronto comes trooping back from 
the terrace to the Chateau for good hot 
baths. Up on top of the world, raked by 
the bleak gales, the Frontenac still man- 
ages to keep itself as warm as any New 
York hotel. On the coldest day, you can 
sit at a window of the dining-room and 
wickedly conjecture whether or not some 
helpless pedestrian out on the open square 
will be blown into the St. Lawrence; but 
never a draft comes through the glass to 
fan your shins and cool your soup. The 
Chateau offers comfort and security. The 
guests here feel the purring contentment 
that the great nobles of the Middle Ages 
must have experienced when they pulled 
up the drawbridge for a long winter’s siege 
and sat back in their well-provisioned 
fortress waiting for the enemy to starve 
and freeze to death across the moat. 
The Féte de Nuit in Quebec marks the 
climax of the season. I arrived in time 
for it this year; so did a blizzard. In 
fact, the blizzard proved such an uproari- 
ous intruder that the féte meekly bowed 
itself off with the tentative promise to 
come again another day. All afternoon 
(Concluded on page 146) 
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Youth and Beauty through these .. . 


SIX STEPS .... to Loveliness! 


If you want your complexion to be 
smooth and clear and young... If 
you want your color to be glowing, 


radiant, natural . . 


. If, in short, you 


want true loveliness—you’ll find it just 
6 steps from where you are . . . And 
here is everything you'll need— 


For clear, smooth skin 


Put on Tangee Night Cream tonight. A 
bit to cleanse the skin, smoothed on, 
tubbed off. A bit to nourish, patted in 
lightly and left on . . . But look for the 
name “Tangee”; most nourishing creams 
don’t cleanse. $1 


To keep youth young 

Start with Tangee Day Cream tomorrow 

youth’s own protection; protects your 
complexion during the day—keeps your 
nose from getting shiny—and makes a 
perfect base for powder . . . The name 
“Tangee” protects you from too heavy 
creams that clog the pores. $1 


For the “glow of youth” 

Use Tangee Créme Rouge for Nature’s 
blush-rose glow that lasts all day—perma- 
nent, waterproof . . . You can repropor- 
tion your face by the way you use this 
magic rouge—the “Art of Make-Up,” 
Tangee’s little booklet-gift to its friends, 
tells you how! . . . The marvelous vanish- 
ing cream base is what makes it go on so 
easily—so look for the name “Tangee.” $1 


For changing lights 

Even though Tangee Créme Rouge is 
permanent, changes in lights or moods— 
putting on your hat, or taking it off—these 
things make alterations in youth’s vivid- 
ness you may copy with “‘Tangee Rouge 
Compact. 75c¢ 


To “perfect perfection” 

To ensure that cool flower-petal perfec- 
tion that gives the final touch of attrac- 
tiveness—and lasts all day—Tangee Face 
Powder! . . . It goes on smoother, stays on 
longer and defies detection. In five subtle 
shades: Peachblow, Rose, Cream, Rachel 
and White. $1 


For lovely lips—two wavs 

Tangee Lipstick makes your lips lovely 
two ways . . . First, by its color, Youth’s 
own blush-rose glow. Second, by the tex- 
ture it gives them—its cold cream base 
keeps them soft and natural, preventing 
chapping and parching . . . Some lipsticks 
shine and are greasy; some give a hard 
line; but Tangee blends perfectly—and 
lasts all day! $1 


(Prices 25c higher in Canada) 


JANGES 
BEAUTY AIDS 


To take all six steps forward —take each of them 






with Tangee! 








































































Think of it! . . . Twenty cents will bring you 
a miniature Tangee Beauty Set—all six items 
and “The Art of Make-Up”. . . enough to 
work a little miracle of charm—and to con- 
vince you that Tangee’s “Six Steps to Loveli- 
ness” are the biggest, and yet the easiest, steps 
there are . . . Address Dept. 187, The George 
W. Luft Co., 417 Fifth Ave., New York City. 
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chic 


—has produced a perfect boon 
to Beauty,— Créme Simon! 
With its 
woman can transform her com- 
plexion into one that is COM- 
PLETELY 


her and to her admirers. 


faithful use, any 


lovely, “a joy to 


For more than sixty years 
Créme Simon has been the 
secret of beauty for women all 
over the world—it has incon- 
testable prestige! 

All we ask is that you permit 
it to prove its extraordinary 


p* wers. 


Made in France 





. LA 
CREME SIMON 
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the leaden sky had grown heavier by the 
minute, had seemed to sag nearer the 
earth. The organizers of the féte looked 
anxious. ‘‘It may be only a flurry,” they 
temporized. At dusk a gale arose, 
ripped a hole in the heavens and straight- 
way they began to empty themselves of 
their burden of snow. Crowds were 
converging at the Chateau from every 
quarter—the inhabitants of the lower 
town in their thousands—men, women, 
children and babies. The lobby of the 
hotel was packed. The holiday spirit 
bubbled. At last the reluctant announce- 
ment came: “The féte has been post- 
poned.”” Let me quote a Quebec news- 
paper on the attitude of the crowd: 
“Cette nouvelle a été accueillie avec une joie 
trés vive. C'est qu’au lieu d'une féte, nous 
en aurons deux et qu’elles seront toutes 
deux couronnées de succés.” A neat com- 
mentary on the stout good nature and 
bright resourcefulness of the bourgeoisie 
that makes Quebec so charming, so 
strange and quaint! 

But that blizzard! It was worth a 
thousand-mile journey. Sunk in the wet 
gray depths of the storm, the street- 
lamps made splotches of tremulous light, 
like saint’s haloes. Up the walls of the 
hotel the wind drove the snow till the 
whole great building smoked and faded to 
a cloud-fortress suspended in mid-air. 
Venturing out to Dufferin Terrace, one 
was caught up into a churning confusion, 
a mad insubstantial scurry of flakes. The 
solid world dissolved. The deck of a liner 
at sea—that was the effect—with the 
waves crashing somewhere below in the 
darkness and hurling spatters of foam into 
one’s face. It seemed odd that the ter- 
race-rail shouldn’t dip, that the floor 
houldn’t suddenly slant away from 
underfoot. Five minutes outdoors suf- 
ficed that night! Oh, the cheer of the 
lobby after those sporadic excursions into 
primeval chaos! Time and time again 
I rushed off to fight the blizzard, just 
because I so loved the coming back to 
human warmth. I would stamp the snow 


off my overshoes, draw close to the log- 
fire and give myself over to the sensuous 
pleasure of steaming and simmering 
gently inside my thick clothes. A night 
to remember, indeed, even though the 
féte never got beyond the preliminary 
stage. Some optimistic soul did set off 
a half-dozen rockets, which indulged in 
damp, half-apologetic pops and then 
hissed their lives away without so much 
as leaving the ground. I really do not 
regret missing the festival. It is a yearly 
event, after all. But blizzards have the 
thrill of divine visitations, unscheduled 
and impetuous—the silent descent of the 
Holy Spirit on the wings of a bellowing gale. 

The morning came at last when I must 
pack and order a taxicab to cast me 
down hill to the station. So remote had 
I been from New York, so gloriously 
inaccessible on my Quebec mountain 
peak, that I had come to feel myself 
under a magician’s spell. I had drunk a 
powerful drug that made me view tlie 
past with serene indifference. I had 
been spirited away in my sleep; I hadn’t 
just taken a trip to Canada on a prosaic 
train. Now all at once the spell was 
broken. It swept over me that I had a 
family somewhere, that I even had an 
article to write. A sense of unfair re- 
sponsibility, of dragging duties stirred in 
me. I actually pitied myself; I pitied, 
too, the heroes and heroines of the old 
fairy-tales who were rudely awakened 
from some long delicious half-dream in an 
enchanted castle and forced to escape. 
How irritating it must have been, really, 
for the Sleeping Beauty—that moment 
when her Prince Charming kissed her and 
woke her up! 

I stole a last homesick glance out of my 
window, bade Quebec a sentimental, 
faintly operatic au revoir and promised the 
town I’d come back. Then, with the 
knock of the porter on my door, I began 
to calculate the sordid matter ‘of how 
much to tip him and the chambermaid. 
Life had pounced upon me again and was 
threatening to throw me. 


NOT TO BE OPENED 


(Continued from page 141) 


Bobbie, refusing the privacy of one 
of the little booths where clients could 
transact their affairs free of observation, 
slipped the chain off her neck, and placed 
it, together with the little silken packet 
attached to it, in the box that had been 
allotted to her. Then this was pushed 
into the niche, and the little steel door 
was snapped shut. 

Then they passed out into the light of 
day, and a few steps brought them to the 
stopping place of their "bus, upon which 
they climbed and contentedly relaxed 
in their seats. The day’s expenses were 
added up, and Freddy was unwillingly 
recouped. 

At home there was a letter awaiting 
Bobbie in her brother’s hand, but she 
had to delay opening it—piqued though 
her curiosity was—by the whirlwind 
descent of Bessie to greet them. Bessie 
had remained indoors all day to watch 
the watchers, and was artlessly proud of 
her devotion, and wished it to be recog- 
nized. What she had accomplished by 
all this self-denial was small enough, 
though the tale was vivacious and long— 
merely that the watcher had been caught 
napping by the swiftness of their taxi 
flight in the morning, and seemed very 


apologetic in explaining it to the man 
who relieved him. 

“*T think they are worried,” said Bessie, 
“because they both walked away, and 
after an hour number two came back, and 
let himself into the Dugget house with a 
latch-key. I have seen his face all day 
at the open window, not obviously 
spying, but back in the shadow and 
playing solitaire. Gee, he must be 
tired of solitaire! I know I was.” 

Roberta was so touched by this 
devotion that she embraced Bessie and 
insisted on her joining them at tea. 
Horatio was out on his daily sketching 
round, but Vincie, who had heard them 
arrive, had to bustle up to hear the 
news. All this interest was embarrassing 
to Bobbie, who tried to atone by her 
cordiality for her failure to unbosom 
herself. Freddy looked astonished on 
hearing that they had visited ‘‘my father’s 
flat,” and had found that the furniture 
had been put in storage. The sequel 
was untold, and the visit to the safe- 
deposit completely ignored. They had 
walked in the Park, visited the Imperial 
Institute at Kensington, and had spent a 
delightful day. Freddy’s eyes grew 
rounder and rounder, but he took his cue. 


(To be continued) 
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Tre-Jur’s ““Thinest”” compact— 
with the new charvai odeur, $1. 


HARVAI Face Powder, by the 

House of Tre-Jur, is pre-blended. 
And pre-blended may be a new word 
to you, just as Charvai is a new 
discovery to science. 


In Charvai, two purest quality powders 
—one light—one heavy—are merged in 
one perfect blend. The result is a pow- 
der with the even invisibility of the 
lightest powder and the lasting loveli- 
ness that characterizes a powder of 
great weight. 


It’s a powder that clings but never cakes 
...that protects the skin from sun and 
wind. and immeasurably enhances its 
clarity and smoothness. 








THE CHARVAI ODEUR— 
A New Delight! 


Charvai is a fragrance as rare as magic. 
You’ve never known a scent so subtle, 
yet individual. It breathes a joyous fas- 
cination—it brings a new thrill. 


The House of Tre-Jur has imprisoned 


both powder and perfume in a series of 


delightful, new Compacts, priced .from 


50c to $2.50. The de luxe package of 


Charvai Pre-blended Face Powder, in a 


. square box of gray suede and silver, is 


Tre-Jur’s De Luxe Compact in cose 
tume colors—charvai odeur, $2.50 


priced at $3.50. There is also a round, 
colorful, modernistic box at $1. 


Charvai extracts and toiletries are fea- 
tured by nearly all the smart shops, 
department stores and druggists. There 
too, you may obtain Tre-Jur’s other 
toiletries with the ever-popular Joli 
Memoire Fragrance. 


THE HOUSE OF TRE-JUR, 19 W. 18th St. N.Y. 
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HARPER’S BAzAl 
FRANCE 


(Continued from page 80) 


you look at it in that way—you can 
blame them.... But,” he 
continued, “‘I give you my word that I 
was in Paris for a fortnight, and I didn’t 
understand a single word they said.” 

This conversation will probably seem 
as incredible to the reader as it did to me. 
I could hardly believe my ears. But the 
story is true for all that. 

There are many proverbial sayings 
which prove as only such sayings can 
how the world at large regards France: 
such as—‘‘ Every man has two countries 
—his own—and France,” and ‘When 
good Americans die, they go to Paris.” 
Undoubtedly the majority of civilized 


Americans love France, and probably 


understand it better than Englishmen, 
for there is a mercurial quality in the 
American blood, a gaicty of spirit, very 
much akin to French /égéreté. 

I can make no pretense to a profound 
knowledge of France or the French people, 
but apart from precious brief visits to 
Paris, I have now been domiciled there 
for a considerable period, and shall 
probably end by proving myself a “good 
American” in accordance with the above- 
quoted proverb; I have also sojourned 
in the Midi, and, therefore, know the 
Southern, Celtic, flamboyant Frenchman, 
so delightfully depicted by Daudet, so 
different in many ways from his Parisian 
compatriot. But, anyway, with me it 
was long ago a case of love at first sight, 
and my later impressions have but con- 
firmed and justified that early spontane- 
ous attachment. Doubtless, such attach- 
ments for countries and peoples depend 
largely on whether one’s temperamental 
bias is for an old world or a new. Person- 
ally, I have leanings both ways. As al- 
ready avowed, I have loved to live in 
America because of its newness, its 
spacious sense of the future, its abounding, 
eager youthfulness. Still, how satisfy- 
ing it is, after all, to live in a land which 
is one of the completed masterpieces 
of Time, and yet is full of the sap of life— 
like one of the great old classics of litera- 
ture—a land where the continuity be- 
tween Past and Present is so harmoni- 
ously preserved, and appeals so imagina- 
tively at every turn to one’s historic 
sense, inspiring one with a poignant 
realization of the long, rich processes of 
humanity, and dramatically impressing 
upon us the eternal elements in the life of 
man. All French, and all human, history 
is embodied as in a microcosm in the 
streets of Paris. There is nothing new 
in the world that is not to be found in 
Paris, and nothing in the long pilgrimage 
of civilization which has not left its rec- 
ord there. Here is a mature city, a 
mature land, a mature people. France 
is no longer an experiment, and the 
French are no longer experimenting with 
life. They are wise in all its love, as no 
race since the Greeks have been wise. 
They are past-masters in the art and 
science of life, the supreme authorities 
on human nature. 


HERE are many particular reasons 

for visiting Paris—and whatever I 
say of Paris is more or less true of France 
as a whole—but there is one broad reason 
of which we are immediately aware so 
soon as we arrive, and hear about us the 
friendly murmurs of the deep French 
voices, the peculiarly warm and vital 
stir of the Parisian scene generally, and 
that is the sense of happiness, bien-éire, 
gaiety, which immediately enfolds us. 
At once we feel happy to be there, even 
while we are still in our taxi on the way 
to our hotel, and have not yet been met 
with that sunny welcome of which 
French innkeepers have the secret—such 
a welcome as we associate with mine 
host and mine hostess in medieval 
romances. 

And later as we walk the streets, go 
a-shopping, and generally merge our- 
selves in the life of this animated and 
gracious people, we become more and 
more convinced that “‘happiness”’ is the 
word for this atmospheric beatitude. 
Though we meet gaiety and laughter 
everywhere, it is something more than 
gaiety, and French gaiety, need one say, 
is a very different, a very much deeper and 
more innocent quality than that which we 





associate with the superficial “‘ Gay Paree” 
tradition. French gaiety, indeed, is to a 
great degree, a part of French manners. 
A Frenchman regards it as impolite to be 
melancholy and morose in company, and 
when he has anything to trouble him he 
endeavors to keep it to himself. Carlyle 
once gave us the good advice to “bum 
our own smoke,” and the Frenchman 
is a master in that difficult art. You 
very seldom catch him in the blues. 

The fact is, it seems to me, that so far 
as mortals can achieve it, the French 
are a very contented race, and I think that 
their contentment largely comes from the 
wise management of their lives, their 
moderation in everything. The French 
neither over-work, nor over-play, neither 
over-eat, nor over-drink. They are strict 
economists alike of their vital forces, and 
of their material resources. They neither 
waste their health nor their money, and 
are content to live within their means in 
all respects. One of the best-known 
American doctors in Paris has declared to 
me that he considers them the healthiest 
people in the world, and he added that 
if he had to rely on his French patients 
for his practice, he would soon have none 
to speak of. 

In the matter of food, he said, every 
Frenchman and every Frenchwoman is a 
practical chemist, learned in just those 
combinations of the menu which make 
for good digestion and sound nutriment. 
It is not for nothing that their cookery is 
renowned the world over. There is a 
French saying which Tom Moore once 
put into English: 

Yet, who can help loving the land that 
has taught us six hundred and eighty-five 
ways to dress eggs? 


AS FOR that matter of drinking which 

is so sore a trial to the Anglo-Saxon 
moralist, the wisdom of the French is 
proverbial. They regard drunkenness 
with disgust as the worst of all vices, and 
a drunken man is so rare a sight in Paris 
that on the sole occasion on which I have 
encountered one, people ran from all 
directions to have a look at him as a 
curious phenomenon, though he was a 
perfectly genial good fellow, quite harm- 
lessly making a fool of himself as he stag- 
gered, jovially singing, on his way. In 
fact, so severe are the French on the 
followers of Bacchus—in spite of all their 
spirited old drinking-songs—that the 
habitual drunkard cannot be a juror, or 
hold any public office, and he also runs 
the risk of losing his vote. Yet cafés 
and wine-shops are everywhere. There 
is scarcely a block without them, and the 
humblest workman would not think of 
eating his “‘déjeuner’’ or his dinner with- 
out his bottle of red wine. 

Yet how different are those cafés and 
wine-shops from the old-time American 
saloon or even the English public-house. 
They are indeed quite domestic institu- 
tions. Whole families sit down there 
together, “papa, maman, et le bébé,” 
to drink a little red wine, or those 
harmless sirops that are so favorite a 
beverage, and in the morning one sees 
pretty young “midinettes”’ sitting up at 
the bar, alongside big, toil-stained work- 
men, eating their morning rolls and 
drinking their café au lait. Indeed, prob- 
ably more coffee, citronnades (lemonades) 
and other non-alcoholic drinks are con- 
sumed in French cafés and wine-shops 
than the juice of the grape, or those 
sterner drinks which are seldom called 
for except by the visiting Anglo-Saxon. 

Frenchmen can indulge in the romance 
of the wine-list, with all its poetically 
suggestive names, without danger, and 
if only the rest of the world could have 
been as wise in the use of a quite natural 
and beneficial refreshment, Prohibition, 
with all its sinister developments of boot- 
leggers and rum-runners, would never 
have been heard of. As Sterne long ago 
truly said, ‘“‘They manage these things 
better in France,”’ as they manage many 
other things, and. to see such wisdom 
in operation is one good reason for admir- 
ing and even loving France. There is 
no more cheerful or reassuring sight than 
to watch wisdom in operation, without 
austerity or self-righteousness, but with 
(Continued on page 150) 
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Match your Sterling Silver with more Sterling 


MARY CHILTON * COLONIAL + D’ORLEANS PAUL REVERE * LA FAYETTE * LADY MARY * VIRGINIA CARVEL 


LOUIS XIV 
(below ) 
Matching flat ware 


Coffee set 
(3 pieces)... $200.00 
Sugar and Cream $90.00 
Waiter $55.00, Service 
Plate, doz... ....$500.00 
(similar to plate shown) 
Sandwich plate 10-in... . $28.00 
Fruit Salad dish 12-in... .$ss5.00 


OLD COLONIAL PATTERN—TOWLE 


Dishes similar to one in background— 
for fruit salad, pudding, ice cream — 


10-in., $30.00, 12-in., $50.00 


Compote for bonbons and cakes. . 
Candelabrum 


VIRGINIA CARVEL . D’ORLEANS 


Lady Constance soup 
6 for $21.00 
Mary Chilton salad 
fork........6 for $17.50 
Colonial tea spoon 
6 for $12.00 
D'Orleans coffee spoon 
6 for $ 9.50 
Paul Revere bouillon 
6 for $12.00 
vette butter 
spreader. . . .6 for $14.00 
Lady Mary dessert fork 
6 for $17.00 
Virginia Carvel table 
spoon 2 for $ 8.75 








LOUIS XIV SEVILLE 


Knife, dessert size Knife, dessert size 

6 for $21.00 6 for $21.00 
Iced tea spoon Fork, dessert size 

6 for $17.00 6 for $19.50 


The Towle Silversmiths 


NEWBURYPORT, MASSACHUSETTS 
Member Sterling Silversmiths’ Guild of America 


SEVILLE OLD COLONIAL LOUIS XIV 


Decorative Compote for tea cakes, candies, 


SEVILLE 
(below) 
Newest Towle pattern 


Bowl 10-inch . .$55.00 

(with flower-holder a most 
attractive centerpiece) 

Bowl without base, 10-in. 

(useful for puddings, ice 

cream). . $35.00 

Water pitch . . $115.00 

Goblet to match... .. $115.00 
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VIRGINIA CARVEL PATTERN—TOWLE 
Bowl for vegetables, salads, desserts. 


8-in. $20.00, 9-in. $25.00, 10-in.. $28.00 


etc... o o% $28.00 


Candlestick, per pair F pio «bike eines meee 
Child's cup $7.50, $8.50, $10.00 


MARY CHILTON , LA FAYETTE 


Start your service this Christmas with, a Towle coffee or tea pot—sugar and cream—or a three-piece set 
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that gay good sense which in France 
makes one understand that her paths 
are not necessarily forbidding, but can 
be simply and naturally “paths of 
pleasantness.”’ 


ONE of the many ways in which France 

gives a touch of charm to her wisdom 
is in her skilful practice of economy. 
Economy has a dreary, tight-lipped 
sound, and we are only supposed to resort 
to it from necessity. The French, how- 
ever, take an artistic pleasure in it. In 
their eyes, very properly, waste seems 
vulgar, and nothing is ever thrown 
away before every fraction of value has 
been extracted from it. The scientific 
frugality with which French housekeepers 
do their morning shopping for the day’s 
cuisine is a revelation to any one accus- 
tomed to the thoughtless prodigality of 
American larders and ice-boxes, with that 
wilful waste which, according to the 
proverb, would make woeful want, were 
\merica a poorer country and less spoiled 
with lavish resources and easy money. 
If there is anything left in a French 
larder at the end of the day, the house- 
keeper feels that she has seriously mis- 
calculated the day’s needs, and an 
American friend of mine who has no 
necessity, as the saying is, to practise 
economy has laughingly told me, how on 
a recent occasion, feeling hungry in the 
night, he stole down to the kitchen in 
innocent search for bread and cheese, 
to find that the cupboard was bare of the 
last crumb of either, thriftily devoid of 
anything edible whatsoever. There was 
absolutely nothing for him to do but fall 
back on a Scotch whisky and _ soda. 
Apropos my friend’s empty larder, I 
may instance here as an admirable pro- 

on of French frugality—that stale 
bread, which is such a problem in Amer- 
ican households, is bought back by the 
baker, and resold for a trifle to poor folk 
who use it in their soup. French house- 
holds are thus also spared the dreari- 
ness of periodical bread-puddings. 


THIS economical strain in the French 

character results in many quaint 
trades concerned with various forms of 
salvage. There is very little “junk” in 
France—an American junk-heap would 
fill a Frenchman with something like 
moral indignation—but what there is, is 
industriously renewed by  specialis 
such as the keeper of a little shop I know 
where old nails are hammered straight 
again, even lost pins are made useful 
once more, and all such discarded minor 
objects and scraps of metal given a new 
lease of life for purchasers to whom a 
“‘sou”’ is a coin not to be thoughtlessly 
expended. 

One of the most picturesque of these 
trades is that of the itinerant mender of 
broken china, from delicate vases to the 
humblest vessels employed in a house- 
hold. Coarse kitchen crockery, wash- 
bowls and the like, such as, when broken, 
we throw away and replace with new ones, 
the French housekeeper puts aside, 
awaiting the visit of the réparateur. 
This gentleman is usually a man of 
middle-age, very much of a “‘character,” 
with a leisurely air of vagabondage 
about him. 

One could write a whole book on these 
various itinerant artists and tradesmen 
and tradeswomen—among whom we 
must not forget the women who weave 
new bottoms for cane-bottomed chairs 
also on the sidewalk — which give such 
a medieval picturesqueness even to the 
most modern streets of Paris. 

But I must not neglect to mention one 
of the most romantic of all these figures, 
that of the goatherd from the Midi, who 
with the aid of a large business-like sheep- 
dog, leads his flock of a dozen goats or so 
along the busiest thoroughfares, playing 
a shrill Pan-like tune on a little pipe, and 

carrying a box on his shoulder inscribed 
fromage de chevre (goat’s cheese). 
Goat’s milk is drunk a good deal in 
France, particularly by babies, and, at 
the sound of the quaint, piercing tune, 
women come out with jugs in their hands, 
and babies on their arms, and then and 
there this modern Pan milks one of the 


ewes, while the dog herds his little flock 
in safety from the traffic, till, after some 
Gallic compliment to the mother on her 
fine baby, the shrewd herdsman, who is 
said to make quite a good thing out of 
his picturesque business, sets the pipe 
to his lips and the quaint procession 
moves once more on its way. 


T IS such features as these in the most 

cosmopolitan and sophisticated city 
on the earth, and in France generally, 
that for those who are sympathetic to 
such impressions give life in France a 
two-fold charm: the charm of living in a 
dream, and the satisfaction of living in 
the most comfortable, humanly ordered 
present. The dernier confort (or the 
“lastest comfort,” as I saw the phrase 
naively translated the other day, on 
the gilded marble slab outside a smart 
Franco-American hotel in the Rue 
Jacob) of modern “civilization” is here, 
all the open plumbing the American 
heart can crave, all the arts and sciences 
of luxurious existence, all the conveni- 
ences and entertainment the most con- 
firmed sybarite can desire; and along 
with all this, I say, for those whose 
imaginations are sensitive to such appeals, 
the all-pervading presence of the ins} ring, 
dramatic Past of France, all its moving 
history from the Merovingian Kings to 
la gloire of the Napoleonic era. 

The great boulevards of Baron Hauss- 
man have done little to destroy old 
Paris. You have but to turn aside from 
them to plunge into the world of Francois 
Villon, or Rabelais, or the days of the 
Terror; for not only the contours of the 
old streets, with their medieval sky- 
lines, remain, but most of the houses— 
again in keeping with French economy 
that only destroys when it must—when 
they are not entirely old, are a composite 
of old and new, with dungeon-like 
cellars, stately courtyards of the ancien 
noblesse, and through ancient door- 
ways, massive as the gates of strong- 
holds, one has glimpses of hidden, old- 
world gardens, that in every part of 
Paris still preserve an air of leafy rusticity 
—these gates sometimes even opening 
into bits of old villages still surviving in 
the heart of the city. 


I? MAY mean nothing to those who 

visit Paris to buy frocks or to have an 
annual fling in Montmartre that from 
the steps of the old church of St. Roch in 
the now fashionable Rue St. Honore, a 
vile woman of the people once spat into 
the face of Marie Antoinette as the 
tumbrel carried her to her doom in the 
(now) Place de la Concorde near by, or 
that the round white spots of mortar here 
and there on the facade of the same old 
church fill in the bullet holes made by 
Napoleon’s famous “whiff of grape-shot” 
on October 5, 1795; or that above the 
little café at the foot of the Rue de 
Beaune, facing the Louvre, are the rooms 
in which Voltaire died; or to stand on the 
very spot in the Palais Royal gardens 
where Camille Desmoulins sprang on to a 
chair and made that flaming speech which 
destroyed the Bastile; or that from the 
tower of the old church of St. Germain 
L’Auxerrois facing the southern end of 
the Louvre that tocsin was rung which 
gave the signal for the awful Eve of 
Saint Bartholomew: but these and a 
thousand such inspiring and romantic 
memories which meet one at every turn 
with their noble and tragic hauntings 
give one the sense in Paris of living in 
immortal company. 

As I think of the distinguished ghosts 
that live side by side with one in this 
strange narrow little street where I 
write these words, my own life seems at 
once challenged and enriched. For a 
door or two away Adrienne Lecouvreur 
died, in the arms of her lover, the Marshal 
de Saxe; Racine lived and died here, too; 
here too was the hotel of Mademoiselle 
Clairon, an idol of the Comedie Frangaise, 
where the audience used to cry, “ Vive le 
roi et Mademoiselle Clairon!’’ and on 
whom, on his occasional visits to Paris, 
who was it that never failed to call but 
David Garrick of Drury Lane? AndasI 

(Concluded on page 152) 
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MRS. DAVID CABOT returns from shopping with the charming 
smile so many know. Pepsodent and nothing else she trusts to keep 


it sparkling bright. 


DOLLS FROM FRANCE are greeting Betsy Farman with a sur- 
prise party. Each receives a smile that only Pepsodent could keep so 


gleaming white. 


THOSE SMILES YOU ENVY 


Reveal Film-Free teeth so white and sparkling 


Now dentists tell you how to brighten smiles and largely 


ward off tooth and gum disorders 


HE way to gain clear teeth and firm gums, 
according to modern dental opinion, is a 
simple one—keep your teeth film free. 





That means a different kind of cleanliness from 
the cleanliness that follows ordinary brushing. 
For ordinary brushing fails in properly combat- 
ing film; the stubborn film to which many of 
the commoner tooth and gum disorders, and 
most cases of “off-color” teeth are charged. 


To accomplish that end, authorities urge the 
use of Pepsodent. A tooth paste different from 
ali others. A tooth paste scientifically developed 
to do what ordinary brushing failed to do. A 
tooth paste compounded in consultation with 
world’s dental authorities as a Special Film- 
Removing Agent. 


Run your tongue across your teeth. Note the 
film—the slippery sort of coating—that you feel. 





Note how your present method may be failing 
in its duty. 

That film is the great enemy of teeth and gums. 
It clings to teeth, breeds germs by the millions 
and invites the acids of decay. It absorbs dis- 
colorations from food, smoking, etc.; makes 
teeth look dingy and “off color.” 


Film, too, is the forming ground for tartar. 
And tartar, with germs, is the cause of pyorrhea, 
soft gums and gum troubles. You must remove 
film twice a day EVERY DAY of your life, 
dentists say. Then glistening teeth and coral 
gums come. 


Pepsodent removes that film. It functions to 
firm the gums, It keeps the mouth clean by mul- 


tiplying the alkalinity of the saliva. It meets in 


almost every. way the exactments of highest 
dental requirements in a quality tooth paste. On 
dental advice, thousands are adopting it. 





FREE—10-DAY TUBE 





Mail coupon to 


The Pepsodent Co., 
Dept. 1320, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., 


Chicago, Ill., U.S.A. 
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In time-a completed 
pearl necklace ! 


©tWuat gift could bring a little 
girl more actual delight than an Add- 
a-pearl strand of a few genuine pearls? 
And as she grows older—as you 
and others add new pearls to the 
String—the gift becomes even more 
precious and more loved. Until— 
when she has reached young wom- 
anhood—she wears with pride a 
magnificent necklace of genuine 
Oriental pearls. An Add-a-pearl 
Necklace is not a mere faddish gift 
of a day or a year—it is a possession 
to be cherished through a lifetime. 


There’s nothing more beautiful 
than genuine pearls 


Cdd-a- heart 








Ask your Correspondence 
I invited from 
Jewe od dealers only 


Buy additional pearls for your Add-a-pearl 
necklace on this card. It guarantees perfection 


THE ADD-A-PEARL COMPANY 
108 North State Street - Chicago 


















































MY SWEETHEART, 


HARPER’S BAZAR 
FRANCE 


(Concluded from page 150) 


look out across the old gardens, gardens 
that once were Racine’s, between me and 
the towers of Saint Sulpice and the 
steeple of St. Germain des Prés, is it 
nothing to me that Balzac’s leonine 
glance once swept the same prospect, as 
he boiled, Titan-like, in his unfortunate 
printing-office a few yardsfrom where I sit? 
There can belittle doubt that this sense 
of great presences in the air which per- 
vades not only Paris but the whole of 
France, whose every little town and 
village has its own particular “im- 
mortal,” acting unconsciously on the 
most ignorant, has done much to create 
the amour propre of France, and make the 
French a great people. 


ND, of course, the great bulk of the 
population of France is anything but 
ignorant. There would seem to be 
instinctive in the humblest Frenchman a 
deep respect for intellectual and artistic 
distinction. No one who has visited 
Provence but must have been touched 
by the reverence of the Provencal peasant 
for their great poet Mistral. ‘‘ Mistral!” 
I have heard one of them say, “Ah! he is 
the King of Provence!” And, to return 
to Paris, it is noticeable how many statues 
there are to men-of-letters, and how many 
streets are named after them. In no 
other country are their memories so 
honored as in France; for more than any 
other people France sets spiritual and 
intellectual interests above material ones. 
One of the great charms of living in Paris 
is that it is visibly a learned city—still 
the city of Abelard and the Renaissance. 
It is a question if there are not more old 
book-shops and antiquity shops in Paris 
even than wine-shops; and how seductive 
are their windows with old maps, scarce 
prints and ancient bindings. Then again, 
those open-air book-stalls that line the 
quais far and near—no feature of Paris is 
more characteristic and romantic. Open- 
air markets of every kind contribute no 
little to the old-world aspect of Paris, and 
I must not forget that painters and 
sculptors have their open-air markets as 
well, a long line of booths stretching from 
the Boulevard Montparnasse far down 
the Boulevard Raspail, once or twice a 
year. They are good painters and 
sculptors too, though they profess them- 
selves to be outcasts from the regular 
exhibitions, and call themselves by a 
humorously contemptuous name which 
at the moment I have forgotten. The 
part still played by students in the life of 
Paris, students from the Beaux Arts and 
students from the Sorbonne, is another 
attractive survival of medievalism. 
They are always up to some pranks, 
leading fantastic processions, or making 
preposterous speeches, standing in their 
blouses on chairs or upturned wine-barrels, 
careless of the traffic, which good- 
naturedly pauses to cast an indulgent, 
humorous eye on their vagaries. 
Something amusing of that kind is 
always happening in Paris, for, with all 
their tragic seriousness on occasion, the 
French are a nation of comedians, and 
as ready with their gasconnades as 
ever. What a precious possession to- 
ward the gaiety of a nation, for example, 
is a figure like M. Leon Daudet, with his 
young royalists, camelots du roi! And 
in what other land can one imagine 
them? Where else could such a serio- 
comic performance as M. Daudet’s 
recent escape from prison, so cleverly 
contrived, have been “staged”—with 
the government of the Republic for a 
national laughing-stock, and probably 
laughing up their sleeves at their own 
discomfiture? 


"THERE is little to say of the French wo- 

man that has not been said over and 
over again before. Yet her praises cannot 
be sung too often, nor her share in the wel- 


fare and happiness of France be too much 
emphasized. That impression of French 
contentment of which I spoke at the 
beginning is certainly half of her making 
for the good reason that, apart from her 
other gifts and graces, she is probably the 
best wife in the world. The Frenchman 
may well be happy, for his wife is a “help- 
meet” in the most literal sense, and his 
marriage a working partnership such as 
is not found so general anywhere else in 
the world. One reason, doubtless, for 
this is that marriage in France is a family 
affair, founded on common sense as well 
as mutual affection, and not on the wild 
impulses of enamored young simpletons, 
with no knowledge of life, of themselves, 
or of each other. 

French marriage may sound prosaic 
to some, with its “‘dots,”’ its settlement on 
both sides, but the proof of the pudding 
is very much in its favor; and that 
romance is far from absent from these 
clear-sighted relationships, that best 
romance which increases with time and 
comradeship, is apparent to anyone who 
watches Frenchmen and their wives in 
cafés, often with their bright, well- 
mannered children at their sides, or sees 
them working together in their stores, 
actual business-partners, of which the 
wife is usually the best business-man of 
the two. But with all her business 
qualities, the French woman never 
forgets that her first business is to be a 
woman, never forgets those arts of dress 
and personal correctness and chic for 
which she has been famous for gener- 
ations. That quality of style which 
seems to be inherent in the French of all 
classes, in whatever they do, from 
their literature to their window-dress- 
ing, finds its supreme expression in 
French women. 

One often hears it said that French 
women are seldom really beautiful or 
even pretty—I don’t for a moment 
agree—but that they have the art of 
seeming so. Well, after all, if they are 
able to do that, we may ask what is the 
difference? An illusion is as good as a 
reality if it persuades us into believing it 
real. Personally, I don’t think that 
French women are lacking in beauty, far 
from it; still a difference of taste in 
beauty is like a difference of taste in 
jokes. There is no argument. De gusti- 
bus. ... I myself am _ inclined to 
think that the prettiest French women 
are to be found among the workers, the 
shop-women, the midinettes, and even 
the market-women. Not the terrible 
Amazons of “Les Halles,”’ though even 
they, vast and muscular as truck-drivers, 
do not fail in that national cachet of 
style; but their slimmer, more modish 
sisters, who cry their wares, again in 
medieval fashion, from shop-fronts or 
push-carts, in ancient thoroughfares. . . . 

And French manners. It would be 
worth while living in France just for 
those. Traditional characteristics are 
not credited to a people without being 
earned, and French manners are real 
enough and universal. Those who fail 
to find them have probably their own 
unmannerliness to thank. It is a 
pleasure to go shopping, merely to be 
the recipient of such courtesy as ac- 
companies the smallest transaction, be 
it but two or three sous’ worth of 
bread. 

Well, I think that by now I must have 
given plenty of good reasons for my love 
of France, though they are far from 
exhausted, and if, from any cause, some 
of my readers should have formed mis- 
conceptions of France and the French, 
which run counter to these impressions 
of mine, I can only hope that some day 
they will come over here and see for 
themselves. Unless they should be like 
that Englishman I met in the train, I 
have little fear for the issue. 
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Cutranne to the Revie 
establish ment of Lucien Lelong 


—where the costume mode ° 


the hour és displayed. 


So I Became A Perfumer 


Totality of effect! Ensemble! For years I have emphasized the 
importance of unity, of harmony in the costume of my clients. 
One by one I have added in my own vitrines the things that 
are in harmony with my kinoptic mode—the bag, the hosiery, 
the slippers. And finally the most important—far the most 
important — of all; the perfume! I have developed my three 
odors, that I call my modulations A, B and C, to chime with 
the mood of the costume-motif of today. Perfume is part of = 


the costume; so I became a perfumer. 


meena LUCIEN LELONG, PAR 






NEW YORK: 551 FIFTH AVENUE 








MY PERFUMES MAY NOW BE PURCHASED IN THE STCRES LISTED BELOW 

BONWIT TELLER & CO. * KURZMAN * LORD & TAYLOR * SAKS—FIFTH AVENUE * FRANKLIN SIMON & CO, * STERN BROTHiRS + JAY THORPE 
BILTMORE * AMBASSADOR & PLAZA + Brooklyn—ABRAHAM & STRAUS * Buffalo— . 1. BERGER INC. 
+ Harrisburg—BOWMAN'S * ‘Philadelphia—B. F. DEWEE'S * STRAWBRIDGE & CLOTHIER * JOHN WANAMAKER 
Pittsburgh—jOSEPH HORNE CO. * KAUFMANN’S + Baltimore—HOCHSCHILD KOHN & CO, * HUTZLER BROTHERS CO. * O'NEILL & CO. * Boston—c. F. HOVEY & CO. * C. CRAWFORD 


New York City—B. ALTMAN & CO. * 
JOHN WANAMAKER * JAS. MCCREERY & CO. * ALSO AT THE COMMODORE * 


Rochester—SIBLEY, LINDSAY & CURR CO. * Newark—L. BAMBERGER & CO. 


* R.H.STEARNSCO. * THEODORE, INC. * Hartford—SAGE ALLEN & CO. * G. FOX & CO., INC. * Chicago—CARSON PIRIE SCOTT & CO. * MANDEL 
BROTHERS * MARSHALL FIELD & CO. * CHAS. A. STEVENS & BROTHERS * JOHN F. CARNEGIE, INC. * (THE DRAKE * THE BLACKSTONE) * HOTEL LA SALLE PHARMACY * STEVENS 
HOTEL PHARMACY * VON HERMANN’S PHARMACY * (SHERMAN HOTEL * CONGRESS HOTEL) * MASON DRUG CO. (BEVERLY HILLS) + BERTD. BURLEY - Evanston—ROSENBERG S 
JOHN VICTOR LEE, INC. + Oak Park—T.L.JAMES + Lake Forest—WENBAN & GRIFFIS * Anderson —REED DRUG CO. + Indianapolis—L.s. AYRES & CO. + Louisville—sTEWART DRY 
GOODS CO., INCORPORATED + Detroit—HIMELHOCH BROTHERS. & CO. + J. L. HUDSON CO. * Grand Rapids—FRIEDMAN-SPRINGS + Minneapolis—THE DAYTON CO. * THE YOUNG- 
QUINLAN CO. + Duluth—w.H.BRUEN CO. + Kansas City—EMERY, BIRD, THAYER CO. + PRESIDENT HOTEL PHARMACY . HARZFELD’S INC. * St. Louis—JOSEPH MASERANG DRUG CO. 
SWOPE SHOE CO. +» New Orleans—MARKS ISAACS CO. * MAISON-BLANCHE + D.H.HOLMES CO.LTD. + Lincola—CAPITAL HOTEL DRUG STORE * RUDGE & GUENZEL CO. * SUN 
DRUG CO. + Omaha—J.L. BRANDEIS &SONS * FONTENELLE (HOTEL) PHARMACY + LEE’S RIALTO DRUG STORE * Cleveland —HALLE BROTHERS CO, * HIGBEE CO, + Dayton—RIKE 
KUMLER CO. + Toledo—THE THOMPSON-RAINIE-BARBOUR CO. + Oklahoma City—BLANCHE CAVITT PERFUME SHOP * MC EWEN-HALLIBURTON CO. * Atlanta—CHAMBERLIN-JOHNSON- 
DUBOSE CO. + Memphis—FORTUNE-WARD DRUG CO. * THE JOHN GERBER CO. * Dallas — NEIMAN-MARCUS CO. * TITCHE-GOETTINGER CO. + Ft. Worth —THE FAIR—THE WOMAN'S 
STORE * Houston—HARRIS-HAHLO CO. + San Antonio—MIS9 WESTEN’S SHOP, INC. + Milwaukee—artuHuR’s + Berkeley—J. F. HINK & SON, INC. * Beverly Hills—HOMER DRUG CO. 
Hollywood —MILADY’S SALON + Los Amgeles—BULLOCK’S + B.H.DYAS CO. (VILLE DE PARIS) * J.J. HAGGARTY + J. W. ROBINSON CO. * YOUNG'S + Oakland — THE H. C. 


HOLLIDGE «+ E. T. SLATTERY CO. 


CAPWELL CO. * Pasadena—THE MODEL + Riverside--ROUSE’S, INC. + San Diego—THE MARSTON CO. + San Francisco—H. L. LADD (ST. FRANCIS HOTEL) * I, MAGNIN & CO., INC. 
O'CONNOR MOFFATT & CO. * THEWHITE HOUSE + Santa Barbara—DiEHU’s + Denver—DANIELS & FISHER STORES CO. * DENVER DRY GOODS CO. 
Colorado Springs—D.¥. BUTCHER DRUG CO. * Portland--MEIER & FRANK CO. * FRANK NAU + Seattle—FREDERICK & NELSON * 1. MAGNIN & CO., INC. 


SPORT SHOP * 


* A. T. LEWIS & SON 
+ Spokame—DAVENPORT HOTEL 
Bloomington —A. LIVINGSTON & SONS + Albuquerque—BUTTS + Phoenix—GOLDWATERS * Highland Park—EARL W. GSELL & Co. * Wailmette—RENNECKAR DRUG CO, 
El Paso—POPULAR DRY GOODS CO. + Tucson—STEINFELD + Winnetka—ADAMS PHARMACY * Chicago {Morgan Park} —PARTINGTON & NEWHALL 



























If pride in accomplishment 
isa sin, we, the undersigned, 
are dangerous criminals. 
If pride in possession is, so 
are a lot of owners of 


Oshkosh Wardrobe Trunks. 


An attractive descriptive booklet, ‘Your Home 
Away From Home,”’ will be sent you on ree 
quest to 474 High Street, Oshkosh, Wisconsin. 


THE OSHKOSH TRUNK COMPANY 
Oshkosh, Wisconsin, and New York City 

















HARPER’S BAZAR 


THE GIRL EVERYBODY KNEW 


(Continued from page 75) 


departed for the front of the house. After 
changing her hat, Ruby set about arrang- 
ing the props. From his seat on a trunk, 
Sammy offered expert advice. When 
everything was in order, she sat down 
beside him. 

“You look all right in that Dutch 
outfit,” he said. “Ever been to Holland?” 

‘ I’ve been to Alaska.” 

“The ‘Saviour of Holland’ is a clever 
piece,” said Sammy, jumping off the 
trunk. 

“Let’s have it.” 

“This is the dike,” said Sammy, 
pounding on the trunk. 

Then, with fiery, dramatic gestures, he 
played the epic of the boy who saved 
his country by plugging a dike with his 
finger. ... 

Self-consciously, he drew away from 
the trunk: “I’ve got to go now. I’m the 
head usher.” 

“That’s a clever piece—will you do it 
again some time?” 

“IT know a couple of others,” he said. 


7 


“One of them’s a pip! 


AT CURTAIN time every seat in the 
“* theater was occupied. The audience 
consisted mainly of small boys, lumber- 
jacks and women of the town. By 
eight-fifteen, the crowd was restless. 
‘Belter the Great! We want Belter!” 
Backstage, there was no sign of the 
magician. For the fourth time Ruby 
inspected the props. Now the house was 
on its feet. . . . A door opened and Bel- 
ter hobbled in, leaning on a girl in a red 
tam-o’-shanter. 

“My catarrh,’’ he explained. 

“We've been chewing the rag,” said 
the girl in the red tam-o’-shanter. “I 
hope Belty isn’t late.”” She bowed low, 
lost her balance and fell on the marble 
stairway of the Paris Opera House. 

“Are you sober enough to go on?” 
asked Ruby. 

“Certainly,” said Belter. “Til be all 
right as soon as I can find the spotlight.” 

“There isn’t any spotlight.” 

“‘Doesn’t make any difference. I can 
still troupe—it’s in the tradition.” 

“Take off your overcoat.” 

‘No! No! My catarrh!” 

The curtain rose and silence fell over 
the house. The polo coat caused no com- 
ment in the audience; most of them were 
firm in the belief that it concealed some- 
thing ominous. .. . ‘‘Here’s my bunny 
—Presto—Gone!” The rabbit slipped to 
the floor, bounced over the footlights 
and dashed up the aisle through a dozen 
scrambling newsboys. The lumberjacks 
were delighted. Belter the Great 
stepped close to the wings, shuffling a 
deck of cards: 

“‘Sammy, go chase that rabbit.” 

““Why don’t you squeeze your bunny?” 
yelled Sammy. ‘“‘My God, you couldn’t 
play a split-week if you lived in Australia.” 


ELTER did the Goldfish and a silence 

fell over the house. He had finished 
the second card trick when suddenly the 
rabbit loped down the left aisle. News- 
boys leaped from their seats and the 
chase began again. The rabbit sought 
refuge under the seats. The loggers 
cheered and the women, seizing the op- 
portunity, stood on the seats and lifted 
their skirts. The rabbit finally disappeared 
into the orchestra pit. 

‘“‘Let’s skip a few tricks,’’ suggested 
Ruby. 

‘We'll give them ‘A Woman Suspended 
in the Air,’” said Belter. 

The stage was darkened. The house 
was comparatively quiet, except for one 
or two minor cases of hysteria. ... 
Slowly, with all the skill he could com- 
mand, Belter raised Ruby to a horizontal 
position. 

“T shall give positive proof that this 
young lady is suspended in the air by 
passing my hands into, under, around, 
below and over her. Positive proof.” 

For an instant Belter held up his palms 
to the audience. The house leaned for- 
ward. Belter dropped his hands. Turn- 
ing, he collided with a wire and Ruby 
crashed to the floor. 

With a roar, the house stood up. News- 
boys rolled in the aisles, as Ruby got to 
her feet. 





“We'll do ‘Sawing a Woman in Half,’” 
she said. 

“But that’s the climax!” Belter ob- 
jected. 

“This is the climax,” said Ruby. 

The crowd was partly silenced by the 
sight of a short coffin, open at both ‘ends. 
Belter lifted the lid and Ruby climbed in 
her head extending from one end, her 
feet from the other. 

“You’d better take off your polo coat 
for this one,” she said. 

“My catarrh.” 

With infinite care, Belter nailed down 
the lid. Picking up the saw, he thought- 
fully cleaned a thumbnail. Then the 
rasp of severed pine went out to the 
audience. 

“Success at last!” he whispered. 

Suddenly, with a loud crackle the saw 
snapped in his hand. The loggers 
howled. 

“Get me another saw, Sammy,” he 
shouted to the wings, ‘‘Get me another 
saw—saw—saw!”’ 

Closing his eyes, he began to run his 
finger tips up and down the lid, mum- 
bling incoherently: 

“‘Saw—saw—see-saw—see-saw.”’ 


"THEN Belter recalled an old vaude- 

ville number, “The Whippoorwill,” 
a whistling specialty which had once 
been his forte. He pursed his lips and 
blew. The result was a sour, hissing note. 
The ladies screamed with laughter and out 
of politeness the lumberjacks and the 
newsboys joined in. With grim determi- 
nation in his eyes, Belter walked to the 
footlights. He stripped off his polo coat, 
rolled up his sleeves. ‘ 

“Nothing there—nothing there. I 
have nothing to conceal.” 

He stepped down into the left aisle, 
stopping at the first row: 

“‘T have nothing to conceal.” 

Holding out his arms, he went slowly 
up the aisle, stopping at each row. And 
as he passed each row the occupants got 
up and followed in his wake. Like the 
Pied Piper, he led them wildly cheering 
round the back of the house. “At last 
I have received my due,” he told himself. 
“Think of starting an evening so in- 
auspiciously only to gain the heights and 
get the biggest hand of my career!” 
Unable to stand the tension any longer, 
Ruby forced the lid off and jumped out of 
the coffin. With papal deliberation the 
procession started down the other aisle 
toward the stage. The building rocked. 
It was a positive ovation. Comprehen- 
sion crept into Ruby’s eyes as she leaned 
far out over the footlights. On Belter’s 
glistening shirt front there was a blazing 
inscription, written with a lipstick in a 
girlish scrawl: 





SHIP THE 
BODY HOME 
ON ICE 


On the following morning Ruby and 
Belter the Great departed on an east- 
bound train. The altitude of Montana, 
he imagined, would be more advanta- 
geous to his state of health than the damp- 
ness of the Pacific slope. He poured him- 
self a dash of ginger. 

“You seem to enjoy that medicine,” 
said Ruby. 

“My dear, I owe my life to the Fruit of 
the Vine. . . . When I was a little boy, 
a very little boy, I was run over by 4 
wagon wheel. It ran right over my head. 
For days they didn’t expect me to live. 
They fed me brandy with a spoon... . 
And for months after I recovered the only 
thing I could eat was rock candy soaked in 
spirits. ; 

‘Another time—riding on* this train 
reminds me of it—I was on my way to 
Wichita. I was working in a Tom show 
at the time—just between seasons; It 
was a sort of relaxation. The pipes 
froze, and both the bloodhounds died in 
the baggage-car on the way there. Whe? 
we finally reached Wichita we couldn’t 
even find a pint of Virginia Dare. For- 
tunately, the young lady who played 
Little Eva had a dozen small Jamaicas m 
hergrip. Itsaved our lives—and, my good- 
ness, it was cold in the dressing-rooms in 

(Continued on page 156) 
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Makers of exclusive 
Terrz Face Powder 





Terri Triple Book Compact with 
Pencil, in Brown, Red, Marsh 
Green, Peacock Blue, Black, and 
other stunning colors. Price $2.50 


BOUDOIR JAR 


of black bakelite, free 
with each box of 
Terri powder 














155 


/totes for 
“Peacock [lley 


HE modern demoiselle 

explores her Christmas 
stocking with feelings of distinct 
disappointment if she does not 
discover at least one gift bearing 
the stamp of Terri ingenuity! 


Wise gift-givers take notice! 
You can cross scores of names 
off your list by simply choosing 
the Terri Book Compact in dif- 
ferent shades to please the color 
preferences of 
your various 
friends. Manda- 
rin Red for the 
: saucy miss, Pea- 

‘A cock Blue for the 
ee a haughty one, 

Ebony Black for 
those who are still demure (if 
any), and so on ad infinitum. 
They’ re sure to adore the crested 
bakelite cover, with its protec- 
tive envelope—new this season 
—and its plentiful supply of the 
wonderful Terri cosmetics, gen- 
erous mirror, and handy tucked- 
in pencil. And the cost? A 
mere $2.50! 






For your very special friend, 
there’s the Granada—a lovely 
gadget in black and silver— 
whose hinged center mirror re- 
veals on one side a cigarette com- 
partment, on the other Terri 
compacts of powder and rouge. 
Including the lipstick, swung 
from a silver chain, this costs 
but $6.00. 





And do not overlook the gift 
possibilities in a box of Terri 
face powder. For in addition to 
its delightful fragrance, its cling- 
ing softness, Terri now includes, 
with every box a handsome puff- 
jar of genuine bakelite—black as 
onyx—to add smartness to one’s 
boudoir. The most distinguished 
gift possible to find at $1.50! 
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little Kansas towns. Ever 
since then I suppose it has been my 
favorite tipple, if you could call it a 
tipple.” 

Belter the Great played Great Falls and 
Helena with indifferent success, but Labor 
Day week-end in Butte proved to be a 
bonanza. The miners, on their way to 
Galena Street, packed the house from 
Saturday to Monday. Belter invested 
the money in diamond rings. 

“You can’t beat ice for collateral,” he 
said. 


N MANDAN, North Dakota, Ruby 

witnessed the last Indian rebellion. 
For some time there had been mutterings 
out on the plains; a vague rumor had 
reached the station agent, by the under- 
ground route, that the Redmen had been 
lashed into a frenzy by a Medicine Man. 
The squaws still came into town for an 
eight-hour day, but the braves were acting 
So, for the last time, Geron- 
imo and Sitting Bull rode tandem on a 
pillar of fire. . . 

As Ruby stepped down on the platform 
three braves in war paint rushed up and 
surrounded the station agent. 

“The Redman has been wronged,” 
said the leader, Sacheverell, with just a 
suggestion of canned heat. “We want 
what’s coming to us. Four dollars a day 
regular, and five when you’re running 
specials.” 

“You know I'll have to get an O. K. 
Paul,” whispered the station 
agent, his back to the wall, “‘so take off 
your shirts and show the war paint.” 

“Four dollars regular,” said Sache- 
verell, “and five when you’re running 
Shriners’ and Elks’ specials. The last 
time one of those fraternal orders came 
through here, an Exalted Ruler chased 
my squaw into the baggage-room.” 

“T noticed she let him catch her.” 

“She wanted a wrist watch—four 
dollars a day regular. Four bucks a day, 
or the Northern Pacific gets no local 
color. There’s no substitute for the 
Redman.” 

“The devil there isn’t! The Eastern 
Pacific’s using Neapolitans at Mott. 
Listen! Eaton’s and the 
rest of those Wyoming dude ranches had 
to send to the Bronx Zoo to get enough 
snake skins to sprinkle on the trails this 
summer. . . . Now take off those shirts 
and show Vassar and Harvard and 


| Riverside Drive the pretty painted torsos. 


| And remember there’s 


always a sub- 
stitute.” 

“No, there isn’t,” said Sacheverell; 
“since face-lifting, gland operations and 
Hoilywood, there’s a great shortage of 
Old Timers, Crazy Women and Fx- 
Bandits. And as for Hermits, my Lord! 
A good Hermit can name his own price,” 
and he let out a Carlisle yell in order 
to clear an avenue through the passen- 
gers. 

So the three braves jumped into a 
sedan, hurried home, changed into linen 
knickers, and got in nine holes of golf 


| before sundown. 





Crossing the South Dakota plains, 
Belter was swayed by a vision. 

“You're Bella the Great!” he said. 

“*What’s the idea?’”’ demanded Ruby 
nervously. ‘‘What’s the idea being 
rumdum all the time?” 

“You’re Bella the Great, the mind- 
reader. Telepathy is a great racket 
funny I haven’t thought of it before. 
We'll work up an act. Mind-reading is a 
cinch—it’s all inflections in the voice, 
inflections and luck. You sit on the stage 
blindfolded. I go out in the audience 
and say: ‘What is this?’ .. . ‘A five- 
dollar bill,’ you say.” 

“Ts that all there is to it?” 
Ruby. 

“Sure,” he said, treating himself to a 
dash of ginger. ‘Of course, we’ll have to 
rehearse a little on pens, pencils, lodge- 
pins and other junk, but think of the 
trouble it will save you. You won’t 





asked 


have to bother with any props. No 
more rabbits to worry about.. No more 
goldfish dying on your hands. No 


more—” 
““No more whistling specialties?” 
“My catarrh” . he coughed vio- 
lently. 


(Continued from page 154) 





ELLA THE GREAT peeped through 

the curtain at a full house in the 
Etna Theater, in York, Pennsylvania, 
She wore a long, white Attic robe and 
conventional weight-lifter’s sandals. 

“Remember all our rehearsals on the 
train,” said Belter. ‘Remember the 
signals, the inflections, and watch out for 
letters.” 

Blindfolded, Bella the Great faced the 
audience. Belter stepped down into the 
house and a woman in the first row handed 
him a powder-pufi. 

““What is this?” 

“*Plumber’s Union Card No. 123412341.” 

“No, no, dear.” 

“*A watch fob.” 

“Try again.” 

“A pencil.” 

No, dear.” 

‘4 fountain-pen.” 

“Come, DEAR.” 

“A jackknife.”’ 


**Come—Come—Come. (Take-a- 
brace.)” 

**An Elk’s tooth.” F 

“NO, DEAREST. (T’ll-break- 
your-neck.)” 


“A walking stick.” 

“ Attendez!” 

““A French letter.” 

“Where do you think you are?” he 
roared. “‘At a stag party?” 

When the last standee had left the 
theater, Mr. Smith, the manager, came 
back stage to the dressing-room. 

“You two ought to try England,” he 
said. 

“Why?” 

“Any Luna Park cooch dancer is ‘Two 
Years on Broadway’ in the English Halls.” 

“You think mind-reading would go 
over there?” asked. Belter. 

““Mind-reading? You’re wasting your 
time, old man, you ought to do drama. 
You owe it to the public,” said Smith. 

““What kind of drama?” asked Belter. 

“Any drama,” said Smith. “Just 
take the usual three acts and condense 
them into one act. And don’t worry 
about the lines, just go through it ad 
lib. All you need is a skeleton.” 

“With only a skeleton it sounds kind 
of uncanny,” said Ruby. 

“What would be a good name for our 
act?” asked Belter. 

“Oh, the Scarlet Letter,” said Smith, 
“for Mrs. Warren’s Profession, or maybe 
the Outcasts of Poker Flat.” 

“The Outcasts of Poker Flat sounds all 
right,”’ said Belter. 

“*Will there be any music in the play?” 
asked Ruby. 

“T’ve got a good whistling specialty,” 
suggested Belter. 

“Keep that,” 
second encore.” 

“We'll have to get a play,” said Ruby. 

“Leave that to me,” said Belter. 
“Now that we ve got the title, we know 
where we're at.’ 


said Smith, ‘‘for your 


NE night in New York, Ruby and 

Belter, sitting in the balcony of The 
Palace, found the inspiration for the 
vehicle which would carry them to 
England, and, Belter assured her, into 
the Coliseum in London. It was a play- 
let, with a prologue and an epilogue, based 
on three short stories, the first, de 
Maupassant’s tale of old lovers revealing, 
forty years after, an unpledged union; 
the second, Dunsany’s sketch of a young 
man dining with Death; the third, O 
Henry’s story of the young married 
couple, poverty-stricken at Christmas, 
and the comb and the beautiful hair. 

The curtain descended on the playlet, 
and the Doners came on in a Knock- 
about. 

“That’s our play,” said Belter. 
‘The Outcasts of Poker Flat.’ We'll 
work those three scenes together. Let’s 
go home and talk it over. We'll work it 
up.” 

As they left the Palace, two pink- 
cheeked young men in pinch-back coats 
passed out in front of them. With 
short steps, the young men half danced, 

half skated toward the street, flicking 
their bamboo canes at the listed stars 
in the lobby. 

“Spike, let’s go somewhere and have a 

(Continued on page 157 
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IT HAS earned them, you may say. But 
Camel is proud, just the same, to have 
more friends than any other cigarette ever 
had. And they’re the best friends any 
smoke could have. Particular, fastidious 
and loyal. They’ve made up their minds 
after comparing Camels with other brands. 
Modern smokers, millions strong, who do 
their own thinking, are voting straight for 
Camel every smoking hour. 


Camel’s elected on quality. The choicest 






Camel has a world of friends... 


tobaccos and a blending that gloriously 
liberates all of their subtle goodnesses. 
This is the cigarette that reveals a smoking 
pleasure complete in every way. 

You will do more than simply enjoy 
Camels. You will revel in their unexpected 
smoothness, in their famous mildness and 
mellowness. Camel will make a friend of 
you by the finest contentment any cigarette 
could give. 

“Have a Camel!” 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, WINSTON-SALEM, N. C. 
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.. Strikingly NEW ! 


| HIS is the most 


momentous period in Pierce- 
Arrow’s twenty-six years. It 
marks the arrival of the Pierce- 
Arrow 8l1—a new motor car 
which strikingly transcends all 
predecessors—which in beauty 
and performance incorporates 
significantly more than even 
Pierce-Arrow ever before 
offered. 

Its charm and symmetry—its 








distinctively Continental atmos- 
phere—its spirited lines and 
poise —render it irresistible to 
the eye. 

Rich in interiorappointments, 
as one naturally expects of a 
Pierce-Arrow, it will entice the 
most fastidious . . . Revolution- 
ary in its responsiveness, as one 
would expect of a Pierce-Arrow, 
it willinstantly captivate the 
most critical driver 





... Distinctively Pierce-Arrow, 
it is an unmistakable social asset. 
For Pierce-Arrow is and always 
has been the car of fine cars. 
The Pierce-Arrow 81 is gen- 
erously roomy and luxuriously 
comfortable. It is in no sense a 
smallcar. Offeredinawiderange 
of rich color combinations. 
THE PIERCE-ARROW 
MoToR CAR COMPANY, 
Buffalo, N. Y. 
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nice waltz,”’ said one. ‘‘How about the 
Black Cat?” 

“Oh, pooh-pooh, Rod,” said the other, 
“Pooh-pooh on the Kitty to-night.” 

“But, seriously, Lance! Don’t you 
think that Halligan gave Jay Kauffiman’s 
thing wonderful Light and Shade?” 

In the Princeton Hotel ‘‘ The Outcasts of 
Poker Flat” was being whipped into shape. 

“In the first place,” said Belter, “‘it 
has wonderful Light and Shade. Then 
there’s that death scene. That’s where 
we'll use that skeleton that Smith spoke 
of. That fellow in the chair at the Palace 
didn’t have anybody in the chair opposite 
him. You simply had to use your imagin- 
ation.” He poured himself a dash of 
ginger. ‘‘When I play that, I'll have 
Death sitting across from me. Have 
you ever seen a skeleton?” 

“No,” said Ruby, “but Ma told me 
that her family had a lot of them.” 

“T don’t see how we can fail,” said 
Belter. ‘“TI’ll work up the rest of the 
act on the boat going over.” 


AMONG the passengers on the S. S. 

Caronia when it docked at Liverpool 
in mid-September, 1913, were Bolling 
and Ruby Belter, American artists. In 
the Customs, an inspector paused before 
their luggage. 

“What is in this?” he asked, placing 
his hands on a small medicine bag. 

“That,” said Belter, “‘contains my 

lay.’ 
’ On the October evening that “The 
Outcasts of Poker Flat” was to open at 
the Hammersmith Platinum, Belter 
suffered a collapse . . . Ruby called for 
a doctor. The landlady brought hot 
milk. 

“My catarrh,” he mumbled, 
dreadful catarrh.” 

The dector diagnosed the case the 
moment he entered the room. He placed 
a thermometer in Belter’s mouth. . . . 

“Tos,” he said. 

“‘t10,” said Belter. 

“You sleep for half an hour and you'll 
be all right,” said the doctor, following 
Ruby into the hall. 

“Tl send up some of the medicine 
he’s been using,” he said. 

“How much should he take?” asked 
Ruby. “His usual dose?”’ 

“Yes, but if he ever takes a drink of 
regular liquor,” the doctor laughed, 
“it'll kill him.” 

At eight o’clock the Belters arrived at 
the Hammersmith Platinum. Backstage, 
they encountered Mr. Greenfield, the 
manager. 

“Good evening, sir,” he said, “good 
evening, Madam. Everything's ready. 
Everything’s fine. I’ve got a gem of a 
skeleton, a perfect gem 

a know, I know, I suppose you got a 
letter from the skeleton’s pastor,” said 
Belter, placing his hands on Mr. Green- 
field’s shoulders, “‘but where are the gold- 
fish? Where are the rabbits? Light and 
shade. And where, where are the blood- 
hounds?” 

Mr. Greenfield shivered. 

“Come, Bolling dear,” said Ruby. 
“Tt’s time for you to be putting on your 
make-up.” 

Slowly, majestically, Bolling Belter 
moved away toward the star dressing- 
room. Ruby turned to Mr. Greenfield: 

“Mr. Belter is a very great artist, and 
with it all, a very temperamental man 
3 And he always has a cup of very 
strong black coffee and an apple just 
before curtain time,”’ she added, ‘and 
please see that the apple is piping hot.” 


Bolling & Ruby 


BELTER 
Broadway’s Own 


“that 


in 
“The Outcasts of Poker Flat” 


Belter was gazing with admiration at 
the poster tacked on the wall when Ruby 
entered the dressing-room. 

“Tell Greenfield to bring that skeleton 
in here,”’ he said, ‘‘I want to rehearse.” 


‘THERE was a knock at the door and 

Mr. Greenfield stepped cautiously into 
the room, carrying the skeleton in one 
arm and bottle of Scotch in the other. 


“Here he is. Here’s his nibs,” he said. 

“Tsn’ t he the bouncing boy?’ 

“He’s the ugliest child I’ve ever seen,”’ 
said Belter. 

“T’ve got some Scotch here,” said Mr. 
Greenfield. “I thought you’d like a little 
nip before curtain time. You've got 
half an hour.” 

“‘T haven’t touched whisky in years,” 
said Belter, “‘but since it’s opening night, 
I'll have just a small slug.” 


” 


Mr. Greenfield handed him the bottle. | 


Casually, 
“‘Good luck.” 
it down, empty. 
“So you’re Death, eh?” said Belter, 
glaring at the skeleton. ‘You might at 
least put on a pair of pants.” 
Mr. Greenfield ran out of the room. 
Belter the Great waved his handker- 
chief at the skeleton; ‘‘ Yoo-Hoo! 
Belter walked through a deep wood. 
And along the way there were no fabled 
demons, no monsters, no ghosts, no anima! 
shades of flamingo, coral, tangerine, aza- 
leas, bougaeinvillea. Belter the Great grew 
drowsy. It was a relief. One could sleep. 


DECEMBER London evening... . 

Murray Jones dined at the Tour 
Eiffel in Percy Street, off Tottenham 
Court Road. On a table, before a large 
brass bowl of ferns, were iced melons, 
grapes from Portugal, South African 
strawberries. M. Stulick, the Viennese 
proprietor, showed Augustus John to a 
table. On the menu there was something 
Augustus John. Well, presently, Oeufs 
Murray Jones. 

Coffee and a Grand Marnier at the 
Café Royal.... He walked along 
Jermyn Street, past bachelor chambers, 
smart haberdashers, boot-makers. The 
Hammam Turkish Baths. Twenty min- 
utes of roulette at the Cavendish cost him 
five pounds. 

A brandy and soda in the Carlton bar. 

There was a crowd in Trafalgar Square. 
From the steps of Nelson’s monument 
an anarchist hurled sedition at the 
Empire... . Futile as a grimy urchin 
throwing pebbles at a battleship. 

Murray strolled down the Strand, 
now blazing with electric signs: THE 
TIVOLI, where the jazz-band musicians 
met in the lounge bar every evening at six. 
THE VAUDEVILLE, ROMANO’S, THE 
COAL HOLE, MOODY’S IRISH 
HOUSE, SIMPSON’S. 


T WAS early and the Cabaret Club 

was half empty. Ata table on which 
there was a small sign, ‘‘ Dancing Part- 
ners,” sat five girls with tired eyes, listless 
and bored. The maid standing at the 
door of the ladies’ rest-room yawned. 
The sound of a banjo being tuned. 
Waiters flicked napkins at imaginary 
specks of dust on the tablecloths. Murray 
had a table near the orchestra. 

The pianist stamped his foot twice. 

“T hate to see the evening sun go 
down.” 

The jockey, Steve Donaghue, danced 
with one of the professional partners. 
Murray recognized Kid Lewis, Jimmy 
Wilde, and Frank Moran. The place 
began to fill up—Rhodes scholars, naval 
officers, bookmakers. 

The music stopped. The leader, 
Frank Ryan, joined Murray for a 
whisky-and-soda. Later on, after his 
fourth, he grew reminiscent! 

“Boy, those places were tough. I 
broke in at Rock Springs. We played all 
the Wyoming camps. I drifted down to 
the border. Met up with a couple of 
fellows, a drummer and a banjo player. 
We played at Tia Juana and Mexicali. 
We was a tramp band if ever there was 
one. Sometimes we’d have to take it on 
the lam—we’d light out of town on the 
first rattler we could grab. Yes, an’ 
I’ve walked too an’ it’s no fun trampin’ 
the ties with that sun beatin’ down an’ 
Lord knows how far to the next water tank 
an’ your eyes an’ your nose an’ your 
mouth so damn full of dust you’d like to 
die. We hung around Juarez for a while. 
Some days we’d be busted—then again 
there’d be times when the live ones would 
hit the kitty for fair. We played in San 
Antonio. Down in Cristobal we ran 

(Continued on page 158) 


Belter raised it to his lips. | 
Two minutes later he set 
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If you only knew how many beautiful women started life as 
“ugly ducklings” you’d be amazed. They simply learned how 
to make the most of themselves. 

Mrs. Marjorie Oelrichs, outstanding in smart society for her 
beauty and charm, has written a Home Beauty Course for you. 

It tells you, in the simplest words, how to make the very 
most of your appearance. Skin, hair, make- -up, clothes—every- 
thing that contributes to beauty in woman—is thoroughly 
discussed and explained. Any woman in America might read 
this book with profit, and many women will be completely 
made over by it. 

With this Home Beauty Course by Mrs. Marjorie Oelrichs, 
comes a most attractive box—your own “Home Beauty Shop”. 
In it are the six essentials—so that you can begin the Course 
at once. What a difference you—and others—will notice in 
your appearance! 


HOME BEAUTY. COURSE 
by Mrs. Marjorie Oelrichs 

Chap. 11—For The Girl Who Is 
N 


ot Popular. 


eo THB BOOK wow 


Intro.The Philosophy of Beauty—my Chap. 12—An Intimate Chapter 
philosophy of life. for Wives. 
Chap. 1—You reaType—-envy no other. 
Chap. 2—Your Skin—how it may be . sull-sized book of 96 pages 6'’x 9"’. 
promptly improved. 
Chap. 3—The Weekly Restoring Work eo THE BOX wo 


Chap. 4—Your Arms and Hands—mak- 
ing them beautiful. 
Chap. 5—Corrective Work—ridding 
yo ourself of blemishes. 
. 6—To Control Flesh—diet. 
Chap. 7—What Exercises to Take—and 


The Home Beauty Shop containing 
the 6 essentials: 


1 jar Boncilla Skin-Food 

1 jar Boncilla Cold Cream 

1 jar Boncilla Vanishing Cream 
1 jar Boncilla Cleansing Cream 
1 box Boncilla Face Powder 

1 tube Boncilla Clasmic Pack. 


why. 

Chap. 8—Right Make-up— for yourtype. 

Chap. 9—Your Hair—how to care for it 
and dress it. 

Chap. 10—Your Clothes—the impor- 
tance of colors and lines 


These are not sample sizes. They con- 
tain at least a two weeks’ supply. 
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The Book and The 
Box will reach you 
by return mai 

The ideal Christ- 
mas gift for your 
dearest friend. Bon- 
cilla Laboratories, 
Indianapolis, Indi- 
ana; Canada, 77 Pe- 
ter St., Toronto (2). 


The Book and The 
Box, $2.00. Canada 
$2.50. If not ob- 
tainable from your 
favorite drug or 
department store, 
write your name 
on the margin be- 
low and send it to 
us with $2.00 and 
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across a couple of gobs that had just get 
discharged. They’d been in a ship’s 
band, so that fixed us fer brass. We had 
a regular team then and we played at 
Kelly’s in Panama. We decided to try a 
shot at Europe and here we are— Come 
an’ see us when you get settled. And 
we're only beginning. Whiteman played 
in a Denver pit and a San Francisco 
hotel manager found Art Hickman play- 
ing at a barn dance in the sticks.”’ 

there are 


N EVERY city of the wori 


establishments that cater to thie way- 
farers of the night. In New Voi. it is 
Reuben’s, and Child’s on Coli mbu 
Circle. Rome, the Bragaglio. San 


Francisco has Coffee Dan’s. In Paris it is 
Mitchell’s, and the Capitol. In Seattle, 
Rippe’s. The Black Cat in Monte Carlo. 
In London it is the coffee-stall at Hyde 
Park Corner. 

Murray ordered coffee and a sausage 
bun. The Marquis of Bloomingdale 
accepted a cigaret from a taxi-driver. 
A cab drove up with the nine survivors 
of a regimental dinner. Seven of them 
stepped out, the eighth fell out, and the 
ninth, convinced that he was on a spring- 
board, dove. A night-club girl, leaning 
on the counter at an angle of 45 degrees, 
was singing, 

“The squire’s son, he seduced her.” 

Into the light came a girl of fifty-five, 
bedraggled, clad in misfit garments. 
Murray noticed that there was something 
about her that commanded attention. 
Her eyes were watery. ... It was her 
nose. At one time it might have been 
Roman. It had character, personality, 
color—color that varied from a faint 
pink to a somber maroon. 

“Now she stands in Piccadilly. 
Selling matches by the box.” 
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( Fi the chie Moderne who 
delights in the individuality 
of the New Art in Footgear, 
I leNNING presents an incompar- 
able collection of the advanced 
modes at its recently opened 
Continental Salon. 


BOOT SHOP 


The girl of fifty-five looked at the 
night-club girl. The watery eyes showed 
disapproval. ...She turned to go, 


stumbled, and, raising her skirts a frac- 
tion of an inch, walked off. . . . 

Returned to the Cavendish, Murray 
sought the roulette game. At this hour 
but three players remained. Two of 
them were Illinois Congressmen on a tour 
through Europe, inspecting economic 
conditions. The third was Ruby Burke. 
Murray dropped into a chair beside her, 
noticing the twenty-dollar gold-piece 
brooch which adorned her dress. Vague- 
ly, he recalled seeing a brooch like that 
somewhere. Obviously, it was north- 
western—gold-rush stuff. His experi- 
ences in the Northwest had been con- 
fined to the theatrical world, mainly in 
Seattle. He scarcely remembered the 
dim caravan of troupers he had encoun- 
tered, music-hall turns, shoddy burlesque 
shows, minstrels; yet, for no apparent 
reason, he associated the brooch, and the 
girl, with a magician. 

The wheel slowed down, the ball resting 
in 13. 

‘Pay me,”’ demanded the smaller of the 
Illinois Congressmen, “and not in chips, 
either. I want cash.” 

“Where do you think you are?” 
advised the other. ‘You don’t see no 
green eye-shade an’ red sleeve-garters 
on the croop, do you?” 

“No.” 

“You didn’t see no lookout man and 
you didn’t walk through three steel doors 
to get in here, did you?” 

“No,” softly. 

“Well, then, pipe down.” 

“That brooch,” Murray turned to the 
girl, “‘that brooch looks familiar.” 

“It’s not much compared to what the 
Russians had before the Fall of the Bas- 
tile,’ said Ruby. ‘It’s just an heirloom 
from the great open spaces.” 

*« And another silver dollar hit the dance 


| floor?” 


“That’s right,” she smiled, ‘‘and the 
Ragtime Kid played another tune.” 

“Below the Line—Yesler Way? 
Pioneer Square?” 

“T’m not the lady that was known as 
Lou, but I can draw you a blue-print of 
the deer park of which you speak.” 

“When were you in Seattle?” he asked. 


And 





Wi, ly 
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“Several years ago—I was a very little 
girl.” 
‘“‘Were you ever on the stage there?” 


“What makes you ask that?” 

“T remember a girl that played there 
with a magician—Somebody the Great.” 

“‘Delter the Great?” she looked at him 
curiously. 

“That’s it. Belter the Great.” 

“T was the girlk Were you in the 
audience? We only played one night.” 

“‘T was the callboy!” 

“My God! What did you say your 
name was?” ) 

“Samuel Murray Jones—S. 
Jones this side of Sandy Hook. 
yours?” 

“The Duchess of 
Ruby Burke. 
And by 
told me 


Murray 
What's 


Newmarket, rée 
How about a little drink? 
the way, what was that story you 
in Seattle?” ; 

“The Saviour of Holland?” 

“The Saviour of Holland!” She beck 
oned to a waiter. ‘“‘Bring a bottle—no, 
two bottles of Gordon Rouge.” 

She took him by the arm. 

“Tell me,” she said, ““what was that 
story about the Saviour of Holland?” 


HE shadows of evening were falling 

as Murray, with Richard Flanagan, 
started to cross the Boulevard Raspail. 
They had just finished a quiet dinner at 
the Rotonde, and, because they thought 
a walk would do them good, they were 
crossing over to the Dome. Murray had 
met Flanagan the night before. It was 
one of those pleasant, mellow friendships 
that spring up after the ninth Martini 
in the Ritz bar. Flanagan was from 
Chippewa Falls, had a hundred and fifty 
a month from home, and had studied 
architecture in Paris for eleven years. 

“IT suppose,” said Flanagan, “that 
some day I'll go back to Chippewa 
Falls and do a new court-house, or 
something.” 

‘I suppose,” said Murray, “that some 
day I'll write the Great American Novel.” 

Flanagan said, “‘There’s an ep’— 
dodging a taxi—‘‘an epic in the Chicago 
stockyards alone.” 

“‘T suppose,”’ said Murray, “‘there’s a 
moral, too.” 

They paused a moment in mid-stream 
An endless procession of taxis rushed 
past them. They looked at their watches. 

“There’s a lot of taxis in Paris,” said 
Flanagan. 

“There’s a lot of saloons in Paris,” 
Murray. 

A girl leaned far out of a taxi and 
shouted. 

“Murray Jones, for heaven’s sake!” 

“Ruby, for heaven’s sake!” 

“Who's the girl, Murray?” 

“The Duchess of Newmarket.” 

“What?” 


said 


“‘She’s an actress,” said Murray. “An 
actress and a lady.” 
“Why not?” demanded Flanagan, 


“that’s no paradox—I had an aunt in 
stock once.” 

Ruby joined them in front of the Dome. 
“Murray, hullo; I thought you were going 
to look me up at the Meurice? What are 
you doing in this part of town? You 
aren’t literary, are you? Don’t tell me 
you have a brain!” 

“The Duchess of 
Flanagan.” 

“How about a little drink?” suggested 


Newmarket, Mr. 


Ruby. “It’s on me.” 
"THEY had started on their second 
brandy-and-soda when a _ middle- 


aged woman sat down directly behind 
Ruby. A waiter brought her a beer. 
She listened eagerly, Flanagan noticed, to 
everything Ruby said. She was obviously 
English, of that army of severely tailored, 
weather-beaten Britannias who are the life- 
and-death of every pension from Dieppe to 
Palermo. Finishing her drink, she got up 
and tapped Ruby on the shoulder. 

“Ruby, my dear, how are you?” 

“Why, Crissie, I thought you were in 
Pisa.” 

“T came up to meet our new rector. 
Poor Dr. Beckwith was drowned at 
Leghorn.” 

“Tust like Shelley,” suggested Murray. 

““Pardon?”’ Crissie regarded him with a 
jaundiced eye. ‘“‘I’m dining at the Em- 
bassy at eight, Ruby, so I must be going. 
Write me if you need anything—bye.” 

(Continued on page 160) 
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Tifteen yeas of Research 


T IS actually revolutionizing the care of the skin—this wonderful 


new cream! 


It cleanses your skin more effectively than any cold cream known. 


A dash of cold water—and you wash it completely away! 


It leaves your skin with a new petal-smooth loveliness. 


Because the pores are cleansed 


so gently and yet so thoroughly 


— with no residue of dirt left hidden below— they contract naturally. 
Astringents become superfluous, vanishing creams unnecessary. 


In three minutes—in one application—Pinaud’s Cream cleanses, 
tones,” protects your skin as no combination of creams and tonics 


has ever been able to do! 





Now dry your face. So beauti- 


Apply Pinaud’s Cream with 
the finger tips as you would 
any cream. Feel how delight- 
fully it sinks into the skin— 
cleansing and toning! Now 
comes the really important 
part—washing it away. 


Take a pad of cotton or a wash 
cloth, wet in cool water and 
pat your face gently all over. 
The cream dissolves— washes 
instantly away and with it goes 
every trace of dirt and oily 
shine! 


fully soft it is that no powder 
base is needed. Simply apply 
your powder—your touch of 
rouge. With continued use of 
this cream the skin takes on 
new and lasting loveliness. 


IFFERENT from any cream ever made 

before, Pinaud’s New Cream dissolves 
away completely with water, carrying with 
it every trace of dirt so that the pores are 
really clean—able to breathe. Skin special- 
ists declare it is the most perfect cleansing 
agent ever devised! 

In addition to cleansing, Pinaud’s Cream 
tones and invigorates the skin, leaving it 
exquisite and ready for powder. Women 
who have been privileged to use it say 
nothing compares with its effect. 


Discover Pinaud’s Cream for yourself 
today. Ask for it at your favorite drug or 
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department store. It comes in a delightful 
jar of jade green glass! 

If your dealer cannot supply you, send 
25c for a special large, trial tube of this 
new cream. Pinaud, New York-Paris. 


I enclose 25c. Please send me a special tube of 
Pinaud’s Cream. 
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Eve's Engagement 
Otarts A Flutter 


VE Borpen had 

followed Vassar 

with a year in 
Europe. 

On her return to her 
South Shore home in 
Long Island, she gave 
a luncheon—and set 
all her friends a-flutter 
by announcing her en- 
gagement. 

The name of her 
fiancé came as a thrill. 
All who knew Eve and 
her vivacity and charm 
expected her to make 
an enviable marriage. 
But none was prepared 
for a match so breath- 
taking as this. 

For an animated 
half-hour Eve's  ro- 
mance was the sole 
topic of talk. Then 
came a lull. Betty Suy- 
denham seized it to 
ask a question which 


had been in the minds of all from 
the moment each had greeted the 


hostess. 


“Eve, forgive my prying, but what 
is that ravishing perfume you are 


wearing?” 


“Yes, Eve,” Anne Wakely seconded, 
“do tell us. We’re just dying to know. 
It isn’t fair to keep such hypnotic it. 
come-hither all to yourself.” 


Known Only to a Few 


RANGE BLOSSOM 
FRAGRANCIA 
is the true entrancing 
breath of springtime 
orange flowers—the 
witching scent cherished 
by patricianwomen down 
through all the ages. 
Until recently there 
was only one place in all 







Also—L’Endeley 


A magnetic, mystifying odeur that stirs 
the imagination and stays in memory. 


Olor de la Noche 
—or Fragrance of the Night 
A strangely striking perfume inspired by 
a strange wild flower which sends forth 
its hypnotic tropic scent only in the dark- 
ness—never in the day time. 
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the world where this 
prized perfume could be 
obtained. That was in 
the Room of Treasures 
at California’s palatial 
Mission Inn. In that 


Room fashionable 
women from all the 
earth’s social centers 


have become enamored 


So Lovelifying 
IKE a Fairy’s Blessing on the cheeks— 
that is Raquel Facé Powder; so delight- 
fully lovelifying, so luxuriously soft and 
smooth, so exquisitely scented, so natural 
in its blending, so pleasingly adherent. 


Josephine enthralled Napoleon in the 
same way.” 

‘But that isn’t telling us what it is,” 
Betty Suydenham persisted. 

“It is Raquel Orange Blossom Fra- 
grancia,” Eveanswered.” AloveiyEng- 
lish Countess I met on the Mauretania 
going over simply set me wild about 
1 was so completely heels-over- 
head with it that she gave mea bottle.” 


Orange Blossom 
“Fragrancia. 


Raquel 


Perfume $2.75, $4.50, $7.50, $15, 
$30, and $100. Purse size $1.50. 
Toilet Water $4.75 


Face ‘Powder (in all shades) $1. 
Powder and Rouge( ompacts$1each. 
Tale $1. Bath Salts and “Dusting 
“Powder $1.50 each. Sachet $1.75. 


If 


‘ on receipt of price. 
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**Nowonder,” Helen 
Waring contributed, 
“you are the first 
among us to capture a 
husband, Eve—with a 
perfume so utterly dev- 
astating as that.” 

“You make-believe 
sirens aren’t the first 
ones to ask about it,” 
Eve bantered. “In 
London, in Paris, at 
Biarritz, everywhere I 
went, this perfume 
seemed to weave a 
spell on all who came 
near me.” 

‘Perhaps after all,” 
she laughed, “‘my aura 
of mystic fragrance was 
the magnet which 
brought David to my 
feet. Who _ knows? 
They say Cleopatra in- 
fatuated Marc Antony 
through the magic of 
her perfume, and that 


of it; and their de- 
mands long took every 
drop that could be dis- 
tilled. 

Now this coveted per- 
fume is being supplied 
to stores. So also are the 
Raquel companion toi- 
letries so alluring with 
its scent. 


by 


these atds to charm are not yet at 
soar foserite counter, any of them 
you desire will be mailed prepaid 








Raquel! 


Inc. » 475 Fifth Avenue ~ 


New York 
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(Continued from page 158) 


“Who was that?” asked Murray. 

“She’s my sister-in-law, Crissie, the 
Countess of Grantchester.” 

“Very stern, and very capable,” said 
Flanagan. “Just like Boadicea.” 

“Who’s Boadicea?” asked Ruby. 

“Used to drive a chariot.” 

“T never knew many circus people.” 

“Are you going to spend all your 
holidays in Paris, Murray?” asked Ruby. 

“No, I’m going to St. Moritz. Ruby, 
why don’t you come along?” 

“Oh, ski-ing, or ‘she-ing,’ as we say in 
Mrs. Ritz’s boarding-house. I used to 
love to ski, but the last time I was on 
skis, I—well, I was told that if it ever 
happened again, I could never... . 
Come on, I’m going to buy you boys a 
dinner at the Foyot.” 

Ruby engaged the head waiter in 
conversation. They discussed, at length, 
various dishes, special sauces. Vintages 
were mentioned. In the end, they had 
ham and eggs, and a bottle of Sauterne. 

“T like the crowd on the Left Bank,” 
said Murray. “They have an under- 
standing. They understand. On a 
hundred a month you could live here and 
do creative work. Some one has said— 
I think it was Stendhal—” 

“Or perhaps Rupert Hughes,” 
gested Ruby. 

“He said, ‘A salon of eight or ten 
people, where all the women have had 
lovers, where the conversation is gay and 
full of anecdotes, and where they drink 
a light punch half an hour after mid- 
night, is the place in the world where I 
am most at ease.’” 

He fell off his chair, and continued: 

“There’s a lot of thought behind that. 
There’s a lot of understanding.” 

He picked himself up and sat down. 
“Let’s have some brandy,” he suggested. 

“Yes, let’s,” said Ruby, “‘in those big, 
wide glasses. You know—the ones like 
bird baths.” 


sug- 


HE case of Stanislawa Uminska .. . 

Murray, sitting in Prunier’s, toyed 
with an oyster stew as he read the ac- 
count of the murder case in the Paris 
edition of the Chicago Tribune. 

Stanislawa Uminska had killed her 
lover, she said, because he was suffering 
from a mortal illness, and she could not 
bear to see him suffer. Out of sheer 
tenderness of heart, as an act of infinite 
mercy, she had released him from his 
agony. 

“Sound philosophy,” said Murray. 

“M’sieu?” 

He considered the case of Stanislawa 
Uminska. The Russian girl was right. 
Some people would say she wasn’t, of 
course. There always were that kind of 
people, people that had no understand- 
ing. He recalled a Wild Horse race at the 
Pendleton Round-up. He had seen five 
horses shot to death in a single afternoon. 
And weren’t we the same as _ horses? 
And finally, when we were but dust, were 
we not like any other animal? Although, 
perhaps, some of us animals eventually, 
in some far distant age, became coal. 

= ae 

That was an idea for a play, a play for 
the Theater Guild. He would put down 
the Cast of Characters immediately. 

On the back of a menu he wrote: 

His Honor, The Vice-President. 

The Senate. 

The Senior Senator from Pennsylvania. 


A GAVEL. A piece of coal. Scene: 

The Senate. And as to the plot: He 
would die and in the course of time become 
a piece of coal. 

A heated debate is going on. None of 
the Senators know what the subject is. 
Some think it is The Battle-ship vs. 
The Airplane; some think it is the 
Pennsylvania Coal Strike; others think 
it is Oil vs. Coal. But none of them 
know. Perhaps the Washington corre- 
spondent of the Cleveland Plain Dealer 
knows. The Senior Senator from Pennsyl- 
vania has the floor. Upon his desk, 
on a clean sheet of foolscap, is The Piece 
of Coal, silent, austere, reclining in 
splendid isolation. 

The S. Senator from Penn.: “What 
fuels the battleships that guard these 
United States? Coal! What drives the 


great locomotive across the plains, and 
fires the Temples of Industry and turns 
the Wheel of Commerce? Coal! But 
greater than this, to turn to something 
that is nearer, and dearer, to us, to a ques- 
tion upon which rests the future of this 
Nation.... What keeps the little 
kiddies in the Little Red Schoolhouse 
warm in winter time? COAL!” 

As the Senator finishes he slaps his 
hand upon the Piece of Coal and suddenly 
a mighty Voice shakes the Senate Cham- 
ber. It is the Piece of Coal. 

The Piece of Coal: “Only a Kleagle of 
the Senator from Iowa who said he 
wouldn’t be seen dead in a dress suit, 
would slap a man on the back that 
way.” 

The Senate is nonplussed. Not a 
member is asleep. Through their tear- 
dimmed eyes, a New Light shines. They 
have achieved Understanding. They 
adjourn in honor of the Death of Bigotry. 

The case of Stanislawa Uminska . . 


Murray pocketed his play, put on his . 


hat and left the restaurant. 


MEPPAY Martinis at Doni’s.... 
In the street, cab drivers, their top 

hats glistening in the sun, Germans with 
steel-rimmed spectacles, a monk from the 
Carthusian Monastery, Blackshirts, sil- 
versmiths from the Ponte Vecchio. . . . 
All the parade of April in Florence; the 
Americans and the English. A sign— 
VICTORIA TEA ROOM. ICE 
CREAM SODAS AND COCKTAILS. 
Sunset on Fiesole. . . . Below, a rib- 
bon of tarnished gold. The Arno rolled 
through Florence. Windows, catching 
the westering sun, were like quicksilver 


shields. . . . Murray hurled his fountain 
pen into the branches of an olive-tree 
below the café terrace.... He had 


been on the point of writing a sonnet, 
“Firenzo from Fiesole,” when, looking 
about him, he counted four men doing 
just that. One of the four, unable to 
summon a word to rhyme with “Savona- 
rola,” save only “pianola,” gave up in 
despair. Therefore, on that particular 
afternoon, the phrase, ‘Tuscan hills,” 
was only thrice written on the café tables 
of Fiesole. 

At a little after three on the following 
morning Murray left the Paradisio. 
Awakening his coachman, who in turn 
roused his horse, they drove off in the 
general direction of Florence. 

The Paradisio . . . more intimate, if 
memory served him well, than the old 
Everleigh Club in Chicago, it neverthe- 
less lacked the quiet good taste of Singa- 
pore Kate’s in Shanghai. Still, it was a 
charming place. He was conscious of 
being drowsy. ... The Paradisio was, 
then, to the House of All Nations, as the 
Petit Trianon to the Vermont Building 
in the San Francisco Exposition, 1915. 

He fell asleep. . . . 

He was aware, presently, that the 
carriage had stopped. Vaguely, he 
realized that they were in a mean street, 
narrow and dimly lit. His hotel, he knew, 
was not in this street. 

“Hotel Splendide Patria,” he com- 
manded. ‘‘Albergo—Albergo—Albergo. 
. . . Albergo Splendidi Patria.” 

He had shouted “Albergo” perhaps 
forty times when he noticed the two men 
standing beside his carriage. Pale and 
gaunt, with great black hands, the tall 
one could not have stood less than seven 
feet; the little one resembled an Italian 
primitive. 

A holdup, thought Murray, and some- 
where in this there should be a Florentine 
dagger. Leaping from the carriage, he 
broke his walking-stick on the tall one’s 
head, punched the little one in the jaw, 
and ran. Twenty yards down the street 
he stumbled and fell. Coming upon 
Murray before he could get to his feet, 
the little one kicked him. Murray 
brought him down with a trick from the 
Japanese. He met the tall one with a left 
and right, but failed to duck his black- 
jack. As he collapsed, Murray heard a 
whistle and saw two policemen approach- 
ing cautiously. ... Whistles. Three 
Blackshirts joined the constabulary. 
More whistles. Far off a bugle sounded 
down the corridors of a cavalry barracks. 

(Continued on page 162) 
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Each Tecla Pearl is individu- 
ally created, examined, tested, 
polished, and treated, under- 


A Tecla Necklace for 
Twenty-five Dollars and up 


going the same processes the genuine pearl undergoes 


and the result is so close that you cannot distinguish any 
difference. Created in our Paris Laboratories. Only Gold, 
Platinum and Genuine Diamonds used in Tecla Settings. 

Tecla creations are ayailable only at the stores listed 


in this advertisement. 


x x x x 


BULLOCK’S oo oe 
DENVER DRY GOODS CO. 
FRANK R. JELLEFF, Inc. 
FREDERICK AND NELSON 
GLADDING’S . ics vie al i 
THE H. & S. POGUE COMPANY . 
J. L. HUDSON COMPANY 
KAUFMANN’S ae 
THE LaSALLE & KOCH CO. 
LEVY BROS. DRY GOODS CO. 
LEBECK BROS. 

McCURDY & CO., Inc. 


Los Angeles, Cal. 
Denver, Colo. 
Washington, D. C. 
Seattle, Wash. 
Providence, R. I. 
Cincinnati, Ohio 
Detroit, Mich. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Toledo, Ohio 
Houston, Texas 
Nashville, Tenn. 
Rochester, N. Y. 
Z. L. WHITE 


398 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 


LONDON BERLIN PARIS 


x x x. x 


Chicago, Ill. 
. Portland, Ore. 
Richmond, Va. 


MARSHALL FIELD AND COMPANY . 
MEIER & FRANK . : 

MILLER & RHOADS, Inc. 

MERMOD-JACCARD & KING . Hot Springs, Ark. 
MERMOD-JACCARD & KING . St. Louis, Mo. 
SCRUGGS, VANDERVOORT &"BARNEY St. Louis, Mo. 
R. H. STEARNS COMPANY . Boston, Mass. 
THE T. EATON CO., Ltd. Toronto, Montreal 
THE HIGBEE CO. . Cleveland, Ohio 
THE WHITE HOUSE . San Francisco, Cal. 
THOMAS KILPATRICK & COMPANY . Omaha, Neb. 
WM.H. BLOCK & CO. . Indianapolis, Ind. 

Columbus, Ohio 



























PRE OREOS RES USE EBE 


ee ee ae ee 


<9 Nae. 

















EXCEPTIONAL GIFTS 


Illustrated above are Handsome French Silk Cravats and 
French Silk Crepe Handkerchiefs of Luxurious Character. 


Prices, Cravats, $6.50 each; Handkerchiefs, $4.00 each. 


State Colors preferred when ordering by mail 


. Sulka & Company 


512 FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK 
PARIS 


2 RUE DE CASTIGLIONE 


LONDON 
27 OLD BOND STREET 























DIAMONDS 


PEARLS 


ae ee oe Om Ot On OR tars OBS» 
JEWELRY of SPECIAL 
DESIGN for CHRISTMAS 
gorges of SN EN per ae 


SPAULDING & CoO. 


Jewelers 


MICHIGAN AVENUT CHICAGO 


PARIS 








HARPER’S BAZAR 





|THE GIRL EVERYBODY KNEW 


(Continued from page 160) 


Gauze and the odor of antiseptics. 
. Murray turned his bandaged 
head toward the door. Brocco, the pro- 
prietor of the hotel, entered with his 
morning coflee. 

“You are a hero,” said Brocco. 

The concierge followed with a news- 


paper. 
**You are a hero,” he said. 
A Hero. ... For a monetary con- 


sideration he was to lead the Florence 
football team against the Turin Boiler- 
makers. . . . He addressed the Young 
Men’s Business Club of Florence. He 
was to be the judge of a Bathing Girls 
Beauty Contest at the Lido. ... He 
gave a talk to the Boy Scouts, laying 
particular stress on certain passages 
of ‘A Message to Garcia.” He was 
offered the position of sales manager 
of a new real estate development, “‘Tus- 
can Terrace.” Someone was knock- 
ing at the door... . 

“The Prefect of Police and Signor 
Morelli, Secretary of the Mayor,” an- 
nounced the concierge. 

The Prefect, magnificent as an Eight~- 
eenth Century Field Marshal, filled the 
room. Seating himself upon the edge of 
the bed, he dispatched the concierge for a 
bottle of vermouth. Signor Morelli, in 
formal black, stood at a _ respectful 
distance. 

“Vou are a hero,” said the Prefect. 
“You have captured two of the most 
notorious criminals in Italy. Umberto 
the Gaunt and Benito the Bullethead. 
We have been trying to catch them since 
1912—of course, the war interfered for a 
couple of years. They are wanted for 
arson, burglary, murder and bigamy. 
I have lived in America and I tell you 
these men would even have some standing 
in Chicago.” 

Signor Morelli bowed. 

“The Mayor presents his compli- 
ments,” he said. ‘“‘Such valor deserves 
reward. You are to be decorated. You 
shall receive public acclaim. . . . Next 
Tuesday in the Piazza Vittorio Emanuel. 
Tuesday shall be your Day... . It is 
also the Feast of Saint Camilla. We 
would have liked to set aside a day for 
you alone, but there is not an open date 
until November—that is six—seven 
months. ... Next Tuesday.” 


ENNONS, green and gold, scarlet 

and purple, floated from the windows 
of Florence. There was the thundering 
music of military bands. . . . Since early 
morning the roads from the hills had been 
choked with carriages and donkey carts. 
. . - Inthestreets, all the pageant of the 
town. 

A battalion of Bersaglieri flanked by 
Cavalry formed a hollow square in the 
Piazza. Around them surged the count- 
less thousands. ... The ceremonies 
were brief. After a short oration, the 
Mayor decorated Murray with the Order 
of Cinzano. .. . 

The daughter of the Mayor stepped 
forward to present a bouquet from the 
young girls of Florence. Considering 
originality a virtue, she had been at some 
pains to confect a pretty speech, at once 
formal and informal, tinted with Amer- 
ican slang. 

“Hands Across the Sea,” 
“Or What Have You?” 

Overcome by emotion, the crowd had 
taken the horses from Murray’s coach. 
Through the streets they pulled his car- 
riage in triumph. At the railroad station 
there was a final ovation. . . . With an 
Italianate graiitude they had filled his 
compartment with gifts... . J As the 
train crawled out of Florence, Murray 
made an inventory: Above him, there 
was a canopy of salami. There were 
loaves of bread, bottles of Fuigi water, 
bottles of Chianti, blood oranges, leather 
wallets, prayer books and hundreds of 
other little articles. 


she said, 


T WAS May Day in Paris; and the 

taxi-drivers, with a left-hand~ salute, 
were enjoying their annual strike, their 
little hour of healthy contempt, a day 
for the release of steam, a day for wine 
and righteous indignation, until, one by 
one, they sneaked away to Montmartre, 
to resume a gentle brigandage. 





After lighting a candle at the Made- 
leine, Ruby walked through a fine rain 
to the Café de Paris. The war a memory, 
tourists once more crowded the boule- 
vards, storming the shops, the restau- 
rants, the galleries, the cafés, the race- 
tracks, the resorts, deserting one rote for 
another. Horizon blue uniforms were an 
echo. Following the death of Edward, 
Duke of Newmarket, Ruby had herself 
plunged into the war. She had slaved in 
a Boulogne canteen, and leaving, had 
shaken hands with nine thousand Anzacs, 
For her work as an ambulance driver, a 
French decoration was pinned beside 
the twenty-dollar goldpiece brooch. Aiter 
the Armistice, she had served in the 
hospitals of southern France, as a com- 
panion rather than as a nurse, writing 
letters, reading, restoring the shattered. 
Then for five years she had circulated 
among the capitals of Europe, uncon- 
sciously in quest of beauty. For five 
years she had followed the 
circuit—St. Moritz, The Riviera, Egypt, 
Biarritz, London, Le Touquet, Deau- 
ville, the Spas, The Lido, the flashing 
wheel of which Paris is the hub. 

Lunching at the Café de Paris, Ruby 
became thoughtful. After the hard- 
ships, the tumult, the long vigils, after the 
dark hours, Ruby was easily moved to 
tears. She grew lachrymose now, she 
found, on the slightest provocation. 
Music, and passages in books, as well as 
the weary and the maimed, aroused in 
her an immense tenderness. In the 
Engadine, Ruby had watched over a 
young Canadian soldier, and as she 
sipped her wine, she recalled reading to 
him, in a Memoir of Rupert Brooke, of 
the poet’s departure for distant lands. ... 

“T felt a trifle lonely at Liverpool. 
Everybody else seemed to have people 
to see them off. So I went back on shore 
and found a dirty little boy, who was 
unoccupied, and said his name was Wil- 
liam. ‘Will you wave to me if I give you 
sixpence, William?’ I said. ‘Why yes,’ 
said William. So I gave him sixpence, 
and went back on board. And when the 
time came he leaned over his railing on 
the landing-stage, and waved. And now 
and then he shouted indistinct messages 
in a shrill voice. And as we slid away, 
the last object I looked at was a small dot 
waving a white handkerchief, or nearly 
white, faithfully. So I got my sixpen’orth 
and my farewell—Dear William!” 


TEARS streamed down her face. An 
East Indian at the next table was 
gravely concerned. Her waiter was 
gravely concerned. The maitre d’hétel 
was gravely concerned. 

“Ts there anything I can do?” asked the 
Maharajah, glaring at the maitre d’hétel 
and putting the ancestral curse on the 
waiter. 

“Nothing,” said Ruby, “nothing— 
nothing. I don’t know why I do this.” 

Just then a semi-magnificent party 
appeared in the doorway. Escorted by 
the maitre d’hétel, the party, consisting 
of a lady from New Jersey, three princes, 
Russian, French and Serbian, and several 
Grand Dukes, descended upon a table. 
The lady was the guest of honor, after a 
monetary fashion. The manner of the 
noblemen was at once formal and in- 
formal. As they paid discreet compli- 
ments to the lady, they began their 
lunch, and it was evident that their 
friendship was caloric rather than 
platonic. Watching this pantomime, the 
dumb-show, Ruby began to laugh, freely, 
uncontrollably. There was an answering 
laugh from the Maharajah. The lady 
from New Jersey threw Ruby a glance so 
frigid that it might have contained all the 
ice in the Delaware River. Ruby’s 
laughter increased. She was, she told 
herself, as near embarrassment as she 
had ever been in her life. Nodding to the 
Maharajah, she arose and left the room. 
In the foyer, pausing to commend the 
maitre d’hétel’s food, she told him a short 
story, “Chivalry is Not Dead in France.” 

“Charming, and so apropos,” he 
chuckled. “I shall have something 
special for your lunch to-morrow... . 
Come, I shall myself put you in a cab.” 

Discordant as a hearty laugh at a formal 
(Continued on page 164) 


seasonal . 


















































































VR NOSRTANMRET™ = REMOTE 


i eee 


LR, SENPERE PERN” TERENAS HRH Sr 


_ 
















AP rrsapape 


for 


DECEMBER 1927 











© 1927 


CORDAY, PARIS 


15, RUE DE LA PAIX 












[OUJOWws Wot 


TAL WAM SS ME 4 


> \ | Dey chidde bleue 





"BLUE ORCHID I! 








LOA TP ARCO” RENEE 


se 


a Side oe 








IMPORTED BY LIONEL, 320 FIFTH AVE,NEW YORK CORDAY LIPSTICKS—SUPERLATIVE 7 








DET IN TO TT ET her YE 











Statement of the Ownership, Management, Circula- 


tion, ete., required by the Act of Congress of 
Aigust 24, 1912, of Harper's Bazar, published 
monthly at New York, N. Y., for October 1, 4 
State of New York, ‘County of New York, ss. 
Before me, a Notary Public in and for the State 
and county aforesaid, rsonally appeared 
Frederic Drake, who, having been duly sworn 
according to law, deposes and says that he is the 
Business Manager of the Harper’s Bazar, and 
that the following is, to the best of his knowledge 
and bel.ef, a true statement of the ownership, 
management (and if a daily paper, the circula- 
tion), ete., of the aforesaid publication for the 
date shown in the above caption, required by the 
Act of August 24, 1912, embodied in section Ys. 
Postal Laws and Regulations, printed on the 
—— of this form, to wit: 1. That the names 
addresses of the publisher, editor, 

editor. and business managers are: * Publisher 
International Magazine we Inc., 119 
West jty; E 





y;_ Managi 
Towne, 119 West 40th Street, New York City; 
usiness Manager, Frederic ‘Drake, 119 West 
40th Street, New York City. 2. That the owner 
is: (If owned by a corporation, its name and 
address must be stated and also immediately 
thereunder the names and addresses of stock- 
holders owning or holding one per cent. or more 
of total amount of stock. If not owned by a cor- 
poration, the names and addresses of the in- 
dividual owners must be given. If owned by a 
firm, company, or other unincorporated concern, 
its name and address, as well as those of each 
indiv.dual member, must be given.) Interna- 
tional Magazine Co., Inc., 119 W. 40th Street, 
Sole Co ay Hearst Magazines, Inc., 119 
Oth Street, Sole ; tockholder; Hearst ‘Pub- 
lications, Inc., 705 Call Bidg., San Francisco, 
Sole Stockholder; Star Holding Corporation. 
c/o Corporation Trust Co. of America, W:lming- 
ton, Delaware, Sole Stockholder; W. R. Hearst, 
137 Riverside Drive, New York City. 3. That 
the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other 
security holders owning or holding 1 per cent. 
or nore of total amount of bonds, mortgages, 
or other securities are: (If there are none, so 
state.) None. 4. That the two paragraphs next 
above, giving the names of the owners, stock- 
holders, and security holders, if any, contain not 
only the list of stockholders and security holders 
as they sqpeer upon the books of the company 
but also, in cases where the stockholder or secu- 
rity holder appears upon the books of the com- 
pany as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, 
the name of the person or corporation for whom 
such trustee Is acting, is given; also that the said 
two paragraphs contain statements embracing 
affant’s full knowledge and belief as to the 
circumstances and conditions under which 
stockholders and security holders who do not 
—- pon the books of the company as trus- 
hold stock and securities in a capacity 
omer than tht of a bona fide owner; and this 
affant has no reason to believe that any other 
person, associatio ‘, or corporation has any inter- 
est direct or indirect in the said stock, bonds, 
or other securities than as so stated by him. 
5. That the —_ e number of copies of each 
cation sold or distribu 

through the mails or otherwise, to paid sub- 


date shown above is——(This information is 
required from daily publications only.) Frederic 
Drake, Bus ness Manager. Sworn to and sub- 


Queens County, No. 4. R No. 

Certineate filed in New York County, No. 545. 

ae ee. 9498. My Commission expires March 
, 1929.) 
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Hello Everybody! 





Johnnie Walker Speaking! 


“I’m usually successful in securing a 


“Not everybody, but most everybody, sa 
that Johnnie Walkers are really sown.» Yo e. 


“And they are only 
20 for 20c 


C I G - Extremely Mild 


nt customer 
just by persuading the smoker to buy one le i 









A Special Service 
To Meet Your 
Individual . 
Needs 


Wits the individualiza- 
tion of education and 
the advent of specialized 
schools, choosing just the 
right school is not quite 
the simple matter it was 
when there were but a 
few good schools. 
Harper’s Bazar has 
had long experience in 
solving school problems 
for its readers and will be 
glad to give you the 
benefit of its extensive 
knowledge. Please do 
not hesitate to put your 
problem before us; we 
shall do all in our power 
to meet your individual 
needs—and without ob- 
ligation on your part. 












119 West 40th Street 
New York City 










HARPER’S BAZAR 
SCHOOL DEPARTMENT 
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The Newest Christmas Gift 4, Him 





SESAMEE 
The Modern Lock That Needs No Key 


ET him select and set his own secret combina- 


tion .. . birth date, address, any number... 
Flick the wheels to this combination and 
Sesamee flies open as if by magic. 
These strong and handsome padlocks make un- 
usual and desirable Christmas gifts. Each one is 
neatly packed in a separate box. Three sizes— 
large, small, and long-hasp golf padlock. Beau- 
tiful nickel finish, guaranteed rust-proof. Sold 
at leading stores everywhere. But if your dealer 
has not yet received his stock, write to us, giving 
his name, and enclose price of the padlock you 
select. It will be sent to you promptly, postpaid 


Luggage of all types can now be purchased with 
this new, secure and convenient Sesamee lock— 
coat cases, ladies’ fitted bags, trunks, wardrolettes, 
brief cases, portmanteaux, hat boxes, and men’s 
Suitcases. These and many other articles make 
new and practical Christmas gift suggestions. 
One combination—your own—locksa//yourlug- 
gage equipped with Sesamee. Then you can for- 
get your keys forever. Sesamee is a certain and 
distinguishing mark of fine luggage. Be sure your 
gift pieces have Sesamee locks. Your dealer will 
show you his selection. 

The Sesamee Company, Hartford, Connecticut 































Permanent Waves of Distinction 


oJ /TALTTTRS 


590 FIFTH AVENUE 
New York 


Bryant 7615 


Careful study of individual style and re- 
quirements—as well as expert perform- 
ance in all the chic new coiffures— 
makes the permanent waving 
at the J. Schaeffer Salon—a 
Permanent Satisfaction. 
All work personally 

supervised by 


J. Schaeffer 
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THE GIRL EVERYBODY KNEW 


(Continued from page 162) 


dinner, a fiacre stood at the curb. There 
in the heart of Paris, a lone coachman 
fought a solitary fight against the rising 
tide of motors. The horse shivered a 
little, and his ribs stood out in bold 
relief. 

“What a shame,” said Ruby, turning 
to the maitre d’hétel. ‘Run in and get a 
plate of carrots and some sugar.” 

“Immediately,” said the maitre d’hétel, 
glancing at the trim chiffon ankles. 

Ruby handed a twenty-franc note to 
the coachman and began stroking the 
horse’s mane. The maitre d’hétel brought 
the carrots and sugar, and together they 
fed the horse. 

“It is beautiful to see such tenderness,” 
said the maitre d’hétel, “such humanity, 
such kindness. ... May I kiss your 
hand?” 

“Why, you can kiss both of them.” 

As she walked away from the Café de 
Paris, Ruby was conscious that the 
Maharajah was following her. At a 
corner, the traffic being heavy, he offered 
her his arm. They strolled several blocks 
in silence. Finding themselves in the 
Tuileries, they sat down on a bench. 
Bright-faced children played along the 
paths, while their governesses chatted 
with soldiers and gendarmes. Near by, 
an old man was feeding birds. The 
Maharajah plucked a rose. 

““What has the Rose-seller,”’ he began, 
“What has the Rose-seller,”’ he struggled 
with his memory, “What has the Rose- 
seller more precious than his Rose?” 

“T know that one,” said Ruby. “It’s 
in Seven Hundred Sapient Sayings— 
it’s Persian.” 

“Vour Western proverbs confuse me,” 
he pleaded. 

“They'd confuse anybody,” she replied. 
“There’s an antidote for every one of 
them. No matter how true one of them 
is, there’s always another one that makes 
you a liar.” 

With his hands behind his back, the 
Maharajah paced up and down the 
path. Ruby’s conception of India was 
based on Laurence Hope’s “‘ Love Lyrics,” 
and a picture of the Taj Mahal seen in 
doctor’s offices. Adjusting his turban, 
the Maharajah sat down. Reaching into 
his pocket, he brought out a small flute 
and began to play. With a whir, birds 
darted into the air and disappeared 
against the fading sun. Children 
screamed and ran to their nurses. Idlers 


LET US 


closed their books and threw down their 
newspapers. A gendarme tapped the 
Maharajah on the shoulder and de- 
manded his card of identity. Releasing 
one hand, the Maharajah complied with 
his request. Satisfied in part, the 
gendarme walked briskly away... . 
The Tuileries were deserted. 

“Did that meet your approval?” asked 
the Maharajah, glancing at the empty 
benches. : 

“What was it?’’ Ruby demanded. 

“That was a love song,” he said. “] 
don’t believe you could pronounce it.” 

There was the limpid plash of a foun- 
tain. ... A fat robin returned to the 
Tuileries; then a blue jay, and a cardinal, 
Ruby watched them intently.... A 
blue-jay and a cardinal surmounted the 
ducal crest of the Newmarkets. .. . 
Then a great blackbird swooped down out 
of a chestnut tree. The cardinal looked 
at the blue jay and the blue jay looked 
at the cardinal, and with a melancholy. 
cry they flew away. And two banshees 
walked into the Tuileries, followed by a 
white elephant. 

“My heart is so heavy, so heavy,” sighed 
the Maharajah. 

‘What troubles you?” she stroked his 
turban. “What troubles you, Allah?” 

“‘T must go away, I must leave all this— 
all this beauty. I must go back to 
India. . . . India is beautiful, but it is 
sad. If I had some one to go with me, the 
road would not be so long, the night 
would not be so dark—some one that I 
loved.” 

“Some Indian girl?” 

“Pigmentation means nothing; under 
the stars shades do not matter.” 

“Tndia is a magic name.” 

“TI met a princess to-day, a princess 
with hair like a wreath of bronze, and 
pale white hands—” 

“Beside the—” 

“‘—-And the princess was weeping. So 
I followed at a distance and she paused 
beside a stream and I carried her across 
and I was loath to set her down, but I did, 
because I was unworthy.” 

“Why do men always feel that way? 
It’s so foolish.” 

“Then you would, you would?” 

‘Will there be shalimars?” 

“Hundreds of shalimars.”’ 

“And Cashmere veils?” 

“Of course .. .” 

(To be concluded next month) 


HELP YOU DO YOUR 


CHRISTMAS SHOPPING 


INSTRUCTIONS 


ARTICLES 


PAGES 9 


NCLUDED in this issue of Harper’s Bazar is a host of gift suggestions. 


FOR 


SHOWN 


ORDERING 
ON 


TO 99 


Select 


from among these and write to Harper’s Bazar Shopping Service, 119 West 40th 
Street, New York City, clearly describing the articles which you wish us to pur- 
chase for you, naming the page on which they were seen, the price, the color and size, 
and other facts which will enable us to make a purchase that will be satisfactory. 
With your letter enclose a check or money-order made out to Harper’s Bazar Shop- 
ping Service covering the total cost of the purchases to be made by us. No orders will 


be shipped unless a remittance accompanies the order. 
to your accounts with the stores or send them C. O. D. 
merchandise not illustrated in the Shopping Section. 


We cannot charge articles 
We cannot purchase any 
When not sure of the cost of 


articles ordered, send an approximate sum, for a balance will be refunded in case you 
have sent more than was required for the purchase. 

By mentioning a second choice of gifts, time will be saved and additional corre- 
spondence eliminated, should we be unable to buy your first choice—a circumstance 


which occurs when popular gifts are sold out quickly. 


every attempt to supply the first choice. 


We shall, however, make 


When ordering articles to be sent to another person, give us both your address and 


that of the consignee. 


Printing the name and address is a great help to us. 


No gifts purchased through our service may be sent on approval at this season of the 


year. 


Any dissatisfaction should be registered with our department and not with the 


shop at which the gift was bought and we shall do all we can to adjust the matter. 
Most of the articles in the Christmas gift section will be sent prepaid parcel post. 
The heavier items, such as large toys, etc., will be sent express collect. 

Order as early as possible in order to insure a delivery before Christmas. 
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Until December 31st— Circle 0042 
Ps After January lst—Regent 3900 
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FOR CHRISTMAS 
Rich, fruity Plum Puddings. Luscious 
Mince Pies. Table decorations to add 

gayety. Gift Baskets and innumer- 
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Demand Smart 


Maids’ Uniforms 


ANY factors go to the 
making of a successful 
party—but one should not over- 
look the importance of choosing 
the right uniforms for the maids. 
Nowadays, knowing hostesses 
are selecting the new Dix-Make 
styles in color, thus proving 
that they appreciate fine quality 
as well as the latest styles. 


Write Dept. H-3 for your 
complimentary copy of our 
“Book of Uniform Etiquette.” 


Dix Uniforms are available at lead- 

ing department stores, at prices 
ranging from $3.00 to $20.75. They 
make tdeal Christmas gifts for one’s 
staff of helpers. 


Dix-Make 


Uniforms for Women 


HENRY A. DIX & SONS CORPORATION, 141 Madison Ave., New York 


SSS 





MopeEL 369. Of fine quality 
mohair in glacé shades of 
Brown, Purple, Old Blue, 


Green, French Grey and 
Black. Detachable collar 
and cuffs of white Swiss or- 
gandie. Sizes 34 to 44. 
Price, $16.50 








This Exquisite Bracelet 
adds to the beauty 
of your W atch 


maine 


PEARL 
BRACELET 


$10.00 
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$100.00 
With Six Diamonds anc 
Solid Gold Attachn 


ATTACHED TO 
a ©) Ob an Os! 


STRUNG ON CHAIN 


From your jeweler | 


, supply you, writ 


4. + JACK J. FELSENFELD 
15 Maiden Lane New York 
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ERMINE WRAP @ GOWN ~ By Milgrin 





he.“ GENEVIEVE TOBIN EVENING GOWN” 


AN INSPIRATION 
f 


: Shere 
MILGRIM 


Genevieve Tobin 
Now appearing 
da the Messrs. Shubert 
Shage production 
“Murray Hin” 


“AMERICA’S FOREMOST 
FASHION CREATOR” 


BROADWAY «# 74@ STREET, NEW YORK 
@0 MICHIGAN BOULEVARD SOUTH, CHICAGO 
"1607 BUCLID AVENUE - - - 


CLEVELAND 
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THE SPEAKER BEAUTIFUL 


Vogue model illustrated, No. 8, $19.50 


Vogue—the Only Speaker that Beautifies the Home 


For the first time in radio history it is 
possible to own an efficient speaker 
that is truly beautiful. 

Vogue Speakers possess a distinctive 
charm that enriches any home and fits 
into any plan of interior decoration. and gold 
All women are impressed by the beauty 


of the Vogue and all men are pleased the Rockies. 


with its life-like, natural reproduction. 
Before you buy, see and hear a Vogue 
—let your eye and ear decide. 

Four models, finished in rich brown 
crackle with carved grilles and bases 
embossings, ranging from 
$19.50 to $55; slightly higher west of 


RICHARD T. DAVIS, Inc., 5252 Broadway, CHICAGO 














SO THIS 


(Continued from page 79) 


this morning and he said it was better, but 
I can’t see that it is. Well, maybe it does 
feel a little better, but I found a swollen 
place just behind the knee this morning 
and I’m certain it wasn’t there before.” 

“Oh, I guess it was there all right,” 
Marcella murmured optimistically. She 
was thinking that she had four bracelets 
and that her mother had three. And 
she still had two hundred francs of her 
own to do what she liked with. .. . 

“No, it wasn’t. I know perfectly 
well it wasn’t. I believe it’s the way that 
woman massages it. She’s as rough as 
she can be sometimes.” 

“You'd better give her another ten 
francs,’ Marcella suggested. If she took 
the sleeves out of her green chiffon 
Gees... - 

“Well, I guess I'll have to, but it seems 
like bribing people to do what they ought 
to do. This morning she just threw the 
towels down as though she’d like to have 
thrown them at me.” 

“Tt’s eleven o'clock,” Marcella said. 
While her mother was resting she could 
run down to the shops and get an eye- 
brow pencil. She’d always wanted one 
anyhow. 

“‘T guess it’s time I had my rest, then,” 
Mrs. Bodmin said, and they got up and 
turned in the direction of their hotel. 
The brown eyes of the small, stout man 
followed Marcella as far as he could see 
her. What a delicious creature, and how 
bored she looked, and what a bore her 
mother was! So he was thinking. Poor 
child, she wasn’t having any fun here, 
that was certain. But what could he do? 
She looked at him as sulkily as a dis- 
appointed schoolgirl. He knew where 
they were staying because he had once 
followed them home, out of idle curiosity, 
but that didn’t help him much, or her 
either. He got up and went limping in 
the direction of his own hotel. His hip 
had been injured in the war, and now 
rheumatism had settled in it. His sister 
had persuaded him to try the cure at Aix. 

“There goes Lord Vickery,” said a 
plain, elderly lady to her daughter, who 
already too closely resembled her. “If 
we'd gone to the Grande Savoie instead 
of to the Haute Britannique you might 


have met him.” 
At LUNCH time 

the usual bashful and admiring 
glances from the American boy. He had 
an unsatisfactory complexion, wore glasses 
and came from Trenton, New Jersey, 
not thirty miles from her own home. She 
looked through him coldly. She hadn’t 
come all this way to meet a boy from 
Trenton, New Jersey. A lot of her 
friends had come over and met Counts, 
and two girls from her own school had got 
engaged to the same one at different 
times. Nothing had come of it, but it gave 
a girl a kind of distinction to have got 
engaged to a Count. Honoria Schade 
had even married one, an Austrian or 
something. Marcella wondered how 
they did it. Some people came to Europe 
and saw life and met Counts, and others 
only trailed around after their mothers 
all the time and only got a chance to 
meet people from Trenton, New Jersey. 

“So I said I would, as I know you don’t 
like these char-d-banc trips much,” her 
mother was saying. 

Marcella’s eyes had filled with tears of 
self-pity. 

“Would what?” she asked, winking 
them away. 

“Marcella, I wish to goodness you’d 
listen when I talk to you. That Mrs. 
Porter, I said, and some of her friends, 
have hired a whole char-a-banc to take 
them to the Gorge de Feer this after- 
noon—”’ 

“‘Gorge de Fier,”’ Marcella corrected 
her. Her French was quite good enough 
to enable her to put her mother right. 

“That’s what I said, Gorge de Feer, 
and she asked me to go, because there’s a 
seat left, and I said I would. I didn’t 
think you’d mind being left alone for one 
afternoon.” 

Marcella, looking at her mother, was 
trying to remember whether she had a 
pot of rouge with her or not. She some- 
times put it on, furtively, of an evening. 
“Oh, I don’t mind being left alone. 


Marcella received 
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IS EUROPE! 


I'll probably go and sit in the park with 
a book.” 

“Well, I wish you’d go and change that 
pair of gloves I bought. They’re too 
small. I knew they would be, but [ 
couldn’t make that girl understand. 
Some of them are so dumb. Or else my 
hands are swollen. And that reminds me, 
I want you to look at that bone in my 
foot. I do believe I’ll have to speak to 
the doctor about it.” 

“Oh, mother!”’ Marcella burst out. 
“One of these days I guess you'll discover 
you've got eleven toes instead of ten like 
other people.” 

Mrs. Bodmin, deeply injured, 
from the table. 

“T never thought I should live to hear 
my only daughter speak to me like that.” 

Marcella followed the indignant lady 
out, saying: ; 

“Oh, well, you needn’t get cross. I 
only meant to be funny.” But Mrs. 
Bodmin went in silence to her room. 


rose 


N HOUR or so later a startling little, 


figure ran down the steps of the hotel, 
and with a quick glance up and down the 
street, scurried after a fiacre that had just 
passed. The coachman, hearing her 
running footsteps, pulled up, and she got 
in, breathlessly. 

“Je veux promener tout autour de la 
ville, all around the town,” she said, and 
the coachman, well-pleased, said, “ Bien, 
Madame,” and touched his horse. 

Madame! Gosh! this was the 
She sat back nonchalantly, 
lovely and well-displayed legs, and 
twirled her mother’s red parasol. She 
had put a hasty tuck in her already short 
green dress, removed the flimsy sleeves, 
and finished the armholes as neatly as 
she could in the time. She wore her own 
four bracelets on one arm and her 
mother’s three on the other. Her hair 
came forward on either cheek in points 
like the horns of the new moon. Her 
innocent mouth was a scarlet bow, and 
the black pencil had wrought interesting 
changes in her eyes. She had found her 
mother’s coyly concealed pot of rouge, 
and she was pleased with the results. 
About her neck were three strings of 
pearls of varying degrees of plausibility. 
On her feet were her best gold evening 
slippers, and the large black hat she wore 
was one to which her mother had un- 
wisely succumbed in Paris. The dog she 
couldn’t manage at all. 

A great many people looked at her, 
not once but again, and again; the men 
amusedly or covetously, according to 
their natures, the women, she fancied, 
enviously. She stared coldly at them all. 
The fiacre rolled smoothly along, the 
horse’s hoofs went clop-clop along the 
shady streets. 

They had been “‘all around the town” 
now. The question was what to do next. 
She had a sudden idea, and a thrill of 
excitement went through her. 

“ Au Villa des Fleurs,” she cried, and 
the coachman again said, “Bien, Ma- 
dame.”’ This was indeed life. 


life. 
crossing 


RRIVED at the Casino she 
descended, thrusting out a shapely 
leg with downward pointing toe. She 
paid the driver out of her two hundred 
francs and tipped him handsomely. She 
was rewarded by his, “Merci, Madame, 
merci!” She entered the Villa des 
Fleurs, that part of the Casino where the 
smartest people had afternoon tea, 
swinging her short skirts and looking out 
under her big hat with great, dark, scorn- 
ful eyes. She allowed herself to be shown 
to a small table near the dance floor, 
and she watched the people come in. 
With much jingling and clashing of 
bracelets she presently “arranged” her 
face, looking into her pocket-mirror to 
satisfy herself that the points of hair 
were still in position. The place was full 
now, chattering people were all about her, 
and she perceived that she was the focus 
of a great many pairs of eyes. That was 
what she had intended, and she was 
pleased. No doubt they thought her a 
beautiful young Frenchwoman, or maybe 
an actress, with a past. She just wished 
that boy from Trenton could see her now. 
(Continued on page 168) 
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LEAVE IT TO THE YOUNGER CROWD TO KNOW THE BEST! 








T is characteristic of 
this younger set to settle the cigarette question exactly 
| as they settle their hard-fought games—on the sporting 
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|| SOUTH AMERICA 


; HAT vast and fascinating continent with its 
F quaint little places tucked away from the 
path of the obvious. A land that is stimulating, 
different, adventurous—whose capitals are as 
gaily sophisticated as Paris. Lima, the “City 
of Kings,” rich in architectural interest. Val- 
paraiso and its sunny harbor; Santiago; Buenos 
Aires, where gather interesting people from every 
spot on the globe; the tropical luxuriance of 
fascinating Rio de Janeiro—these and many others 
: for those who want a glamorous voyage of extraor- 
$ dinary contrasts. 
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: If you are interested in an itinerary full of 
5 glorious sea pictures, glimpses of strange peoples, 
; vignettes of old-world houses, consult with our 
: Travel Bureau. Any information you desire will 
| be happily given—booklets, itineraries, sugges- 
& tions—all without obligation, of course. 


|| HARPER’S BAZAR 
|| TRAVEL BUREAU 


: 383 Madison Avenue . New York City 
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~ PAPPY’S BOX (A) - 


1 Jar Guava Jelly. 

1 Jar Orange Marmalade. 

1 Jar Grapefruit Marmalade. 
1 Jar Kumquat Marmalade. 
1 Jar Watermelon Preserves. 


All 10 os. Jars—Packed in 
Spanish moss with Recipe Folder 
and Greeting Card. Delivery 
guaranteed. 


$1.80 prepaid 
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PAPPY’S BOX (B) 

Pictured 
Jars (10 oz.) Guava Jelly. 
Jars (10 oz.) Orange Mar- 
malade. ' 
Jars (10 oz.) Kumquat 
Marmelade. 
Jars (10 oz.) Watermelon 
Preserves. 
i (10 oz.) Grapefruit 

armalade. 

Jar (13 oz.) Preserved Figs. 
Packed in Spanish moss with 
Recipe Folder and Greeting 
Card. Delivery guaranteed. 


$3.95 prepaid 
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PAPPY’S BOX (C) 


Jar (13 oz.) Preserved Figs. 
2 Jars (16 oz.) Watermelon 
Preserves. 

Jars (16 oz.) Orange Mar- 
malade. 

Jar (16 oz.) Grapefruit 
Marmalade. 

6 Jars (10 oz.) Guava Jelly. 
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6 Jars (2'% oz.) Assorted. 


Packed in Spanish moss with 
Recipe Folder and Greeting 
Card. Delivery guaranteed. 


$5.85 prepaid 
2 


Please give full shipping in- 
structions... Advise mame to be 
placed on two-color Greeting 
card. Send cash, money order 
or check. Gift orders shipped 
December 16th. Later orders 
shipped same day as received. 































END Pappy’s Gift Boxes— filled with 
delicious marmalades, guava jellies and 
preserves, made of ripe, luscious Florida 
fruits. They’re packed in Spanish Moss, 
gathered from gnarled old Southern oaks. 
Thousands sent yearly. Assortments hold a 
variety of products—a treat for every taste. 
You will find Pappy’s products in thousands 
of America’s best stores—on Pullman trains 
—at the kind of hotels you like to patronize 
—and in almost every “Bon Voyage” box. 
Make out your order for Gift Boxes now, and be 


a little selfish when you do. Include at least 
one assortment for home use. 


East Coast Preserving Co. 
P. O. Box 128-C, JACKSONVILLE, FLA. 
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MANICURE COMPACT 


One Dollar 


This season’s most popular novelty, silver decorated, completes the 
smart ensemble. In six lovely colors: Coral, Jade, Canary, Red, 
Blue and Purple. 


Sold by smart shops, or direct from the importer, boxed and 
postpaid. 


A BROCHURE in colors has been assembled of recent importa- 
tions suitable for gifts, luncheon, bridge or dinner favors, Sent on 
request. 
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SO THIS 


HARPER’S BAZAR 


IS EUROPE! 


(Continued from page 166) 


Maybe he’d know better than to try to 
make friends with her. He’d got a 
nerve anyhow, with a spotty complexion 
like that. A boy she wouldn’t have 
looked at at home even. 

She wished very much that she had a 
little dog with her. She could have made 
French noises toit—“Ah, le p’tit Tou-Toul” 
—or something like that, and fed it with 
bits of cake. 

Two dark, sleek young men with tight 
coats and very wide trousers came and 
occupied the last empty table near the 
dance floor. She saw, without appearing 
to notice, that they looked at her a good 
deal. They seemed to her very foreign 
with their smooth, olive complexions and 
black hair and shapely figures. They 
were almost certainly Counts, she de- 
cided. She poured out her tea with a great 
clashing of bracelets and glanced at them 
from the shadowing brim of her hat. 
They responded . . . thrillingly. Well, a 
girl had to get to know people somehow. 
Probably this was how Honoria Schade 
got married to her Count. 


T a table not far away sat two men 
and a woman. One of the men, who 
was short and somewhat fat, exclaimed: 
“Good Lord! It is! I’m sure it is. 
My God! Look, Hilda, there she is. 
The little American girl we were just 
talking about. Only she’s got war-paint 
on and is trying to look like a wicked 
woman. Well, I'll be damned!” 

“Nigel!” exclaimed the middle-aged 
lady, reprovingly, but she at once put up 
her lorgnettes. ‘‘Yes, you’re quite right, 
that’s my little friend of the swimming- 
pool. But good heavens! How awful! 
How perfectly frightful! Edward,” she 
said, turning to her husband, “‘that’s the 
child I told you about who was so bored.” 

“She doesn’t look bored now,” he 
remarked. 

‘‘What shall we do?” she asked, horri- 
fied. “Anything might happen to her, 
looking like that. Look at those horrible 
young men at the next table, ogling her.” 

“Do anything you like,” said her 
husband, “except ask her to join us in her 
present disguise. I couldn’t bear that.” 

She turned to Lord Vickery. 

“Nigel, what can we do?” 

He was watching Marcella with fasci- 
nated interest. 

“Well, I don’t know. I suppose noth- 
ing can happen to her here. When she 
gets up to go out, though, one of those 
oily youths might try to follow her. 
Then I suppose I'll have to take a hand. 
But it’s certainly awkward.” 

Sir Edward Hurtees volunteered the 
opinion that she was quite able to look 
after herself. 

“That’s nonsense,” his wife answered. 
“She wouldn’t have got herself up like 
that if she were. And she’s only about 
seventeen. For heaven’s sake keep your 
eye on her, Nigel. I’m so near-sighted. 
And if she gets up to go out, then we must 
go out too, and speak to her. Promise 
me you'll keep an eye on her.” 

“‘T’ll do that,” he replied. “‘Trust me.” 

“Look!” presently exclaimed Sir Ed- 


ward. “One of those oily youths is 
getting up. I believe he’s going to her 
table. Yes, he is. Well, the fun begins!” 


Marcella had been perfectly aware of 
every move and every look on the part 
of the two young men. She was per- 
fectly aware that they had been discuss- 
ing her. Her face, however, was as 
expressionless as a strawberry ice, and 
although she looked at them, she took 
care to keep all meaning out of her eyes. 
But suddenly her heart gave a great leap 
and seemed to spring into her throat, and 
she felt her cheeks flame under their 
rouge. The tallest, darkest and more 
wasp-waisted of the two got up and 
walked straight toward her table with a 
slight smile on his face. The band had 
just begun playing and a few couples 
were already on the floor. He bent his 
head respectfully, and in the melodious 
voice she would have expected from a 
Count, asked: 

““Would Madame care to dance?” 


HE felt like a fisherman who has 
suddenly got an enormous salmon on 
the end of his line, but although her heart 


beat tumultuously, she raised serene eyes 
to his. It flashed through her mind that 
the armholes of her dress were rather 
hastily sewn to be displayed upon a dance 
floor, but she remembered Honoria 
Schade and smiled graciously. She would 
dance. They took the floor. Never had 
she had a better partner. He was tall 
and slim, and moved beautifully. She 
was in heaven. 

“Have you been in Aix long, Madame?” 

“*A little more than two weeks.” 

She didn’t think she could possibly 
go on talking, her heart was beating so. 
“T have not seen you here before.” 

“T’ve been once, but I didn’t dance.” 

“Madame dances divinely. Really, 
Madame, divinely.” 

“‘T do love it,” said Marcella. 

“Madame is American?” 

“Yes, ’m American.” 

‘All American ladies dance divinely.” 

The conversation proceeded in this 
somewhat unoriginal way until the music 
stopped. Then the young man—he had 


languishing dark eyes, the whites of . 


which had perhaps a brownish tinge— 
took her back to her table. 

“Will Madame care to dance with me 
again later?” 

“Perhaps,” said Marcella, and flashed 
him a brilliant smile. He returned to 
his own table—which was evidently, 
Marcellawthought, the correct thing for 
these foreigners to do—and when his 
friend, who had also been dancing, re- 
turned, she was aware that they talked 
about her again. 

All this was, terribly, terribly exciting. 
Well!! She had succeeded in amusing 
herself rather better than she could have 
hoped. They were probably both Counts, 
those two, if not Marquises. She would 
dance with the tall one once more, and 
after that, if he wanted to meet her again, 
he would have to come and call. He was 
terribly good-looking, she thought, in a 
foreign way, of course, and he had lovely 
manners. She’d see him every day while 
they were in Aix, and go places with him, 
and let him get to know her mother— 
she’d have to tell her not to talk about 
her knee and her feet and her rheumatism 
so much—but she wouldn’t accept him 
yet. He’d follow her back to America, 
and they’d announce their engagement 
over there. Her friends at home would 
say, “I always thought Marcella Bodmin 
would make an interesting and brilliant 
match.” Certainly a girl had to do some- 
thing for herself if she had an unenter- 
prising kind of mother, as she had. 


’ 


A STOUT Frenchwoman of fifty or so 
sat at a near-by table. She wore a 
tight-fitting black satin dress with bright 
blue pipings and a perfectly terrible hat 
which had greatly amused Marcella. 
Her husband was old and looked very 
feeble, and though it was a hot day he was 
wrapped up in woolen mufflers and a 
thick overcoat. His wife hummed the 
tune the band was playing and beat time 
with the toe of her black buttoned boot. 
Suddenly Marcella’s blood seemed to 
freeze. The tall young man got up and 
went to their table. Bending toward the 
fat Frenchwoman he asked, with a bow, 
exactly as he had asked Marcella, 
““Would Madame care to dance?” 
Madame would. She heaved herself 
out of her chair as briskly as her bulk 
would permit and took the floor—cer- 
tainly a very large part of it. Mean- 
while her elderly husband fished about in 
his coat for a note-case from which he 
counted out a number of ten-franc notes. 
Holding them in his hand he watched 
with tired, rheumy eyes, while his wife 
circulated grotesquely on the dance floor. 
Marcella, too, watched, and saw how her 
late partner looked over his stout charge’s 
head with eyes of patient boredom, not 
even troubling to make polite conversa- 
tion. Then the awful truth dawned on 
her. He and his elegant friend were both 
of them professional dancers. Her 
“Count” was hired by the establishment 
to offer himself as a partner—for a con- 
sideration—to any lady who cared to 
dance and had no better partner of her 
own. Her happy dream was shattered. 
She felt sick with disappointment and 
(Concluded on page 170) 





RENE Ma rR Err 


rl es 


rE 


AEP ROMER CURD 


— 


alia ceed 


- 


PO eee 








err Oo 





wie orem, 


RETORTED UDI e 


for 





DECEMBER 1927 





Copyrighted 1927, 


LK 


n corsets -a wavy line 


The determining factor in the 
service-quality of the corset of 
today is the elastic. And now, in 
order that you may recognize the 
added service-value in America’s 
finest corsets, supreme quality 
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buy performance look inside the 
corset for the wavy blue line that 
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Mme Season's ‘Smartest’ Gift 





wil is a really smart Christmas gift? 
To be sure—something new and novel— 
something enthusiastically received and highly 
appreciated—and yet subtly expressing the good 
taste of the giver. 
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Modern, practical, fascinating and decidedly smart. 
Injects a new note of interest to Auction Bridge and 
other popular card games. 54 beautifully embossed tiles 
with regulation cord atartinae-d'ene Clark's metal fold- 
ing tile racks of ingenious design, to hold the “hands "— 
Book of Auction Bridge rules and score pads—All com- 

actly fitted in handsomely finished wooden chests or 
loothasaion cases—$5.00 and up. At all good shops 
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SO THIS 


She felt as though every one at 
the Villa des Fleurs had read her thoughts, 
as though that dancing creature had read 
them himself. What a sell these places 
were! What a gigantic sell Europe was! 
What a sell—for about thirty agonizing 
seconds—life was! She paid her bill, and 
once more looked in her pocket-mirror. 
Disgusting sight! She was sick to death 
of this masquerade. She looked a fright— 
a scarecrow. She pushed back her chair 
and got up from the table. She wanted 
to get out, and as soon as possible. She 
turned and walked quickly toward the 
door, her bracelets jangling and her short 
skirts fluttering. 


JORD VICKERY and the Hurtees 
had been keeping their eyes on her. 
Lord Vickery said that when she got up 
he’d go after her and ask her to come to 
tea, at his sister’s invitation, at the 
Grande Savoie, with her mother. But her 
departure was so sudden and so unex- 
pected that he was nearly too late. 

“There she goes!” cried Lady Hurtees. 
“Quick, Nigel! And that horrible young 
man is going after her.” 

It was true. Her late partner, seeing 
her about to make a hasty exit, left the 
stout lady on the edge of the dance floor, 
and ran in pursuit. Lord Vickery, less 
impulsive, continued to walk. He found 
Marcella on the steps outside, being 
intercepted in her flight by a politely 
determined youth. 

“But Madame, I think you have for- 
gotten. You have been so kind as to 
dance with me. For that I must ask 
that you pay me. The price for one 
dance is ‘thirty-five francs.” 

She had turned and was regarding 


| him with a face of shame and fury. 


| professional? 


“T won’t pay you any such thing. 
How was I to know you were a hired 
Why didn’t you tell me? 
I guess it’s you who ought to pay me, if 
there’s any paying to be done. I never 
heard of sucha thing. I guess I won’t pay 
any man alive to dance with me.” 

“But Madame surely understands—”’ 

Lord Vickery intercepted him as he 
was following her down the steps like a 
wasp after a moving honey-pot, and 
thrust fifty francs into his hand, a trans- 
action she did not see. 

“This is my affair,” he whispered, 
in French, and hurried after Marcella. 
He overtook her just as she was going 
through the gates into the street. 

“T beg your pardon,” he said, touching 


| her lightly on her bare arm, “but I have a 


message for you from my sister, Lady 
Hurtees. I’m sorry you were troubled by 
that tiresome young man.” He held out 
a folded bit of paper. “My sister 
scribbled a little note for you, to explain 
who she is.” 

She turned and looked at him and in the 
same instant recognized him as the little 
fat man who had several times appeared 


| interested in her as she waited by the 
| pavilion for her mother. 


She flared up 
hotly with anger and mortification. 

“Oh, it’s you! Well, I haven’t the 
pleasure of your acquaintance, or your 
sister’s either, and what’s more I don’t 
want it. I guess every one in this whole 
place is a professional dancer or a white 
slaver or something. Please be good 
enough to leave me alone!” 

Lord Vickery stood, hat in hand, com- 
pletely taken aback. On his pleasant, 
friendly face was a look of dismayed 
confusion. Before he could speak again 
she had turned and crossed the street at a 
run. Jumping into a waiting fiacre on 
the other side she gave the name of her 
hotel to the driver and cried, 

“Et allez vite, vite, vitel” 


SHE sat well back, shrinking into as 

small a space as possible. It was 
evidently no good, she thought, bitterly, 
to expect life to be like books. It was just 
disappointing and horrible, from be- 
ginning to end. She had taken all this 
trouble and spent all this money just to 
make a fool of herself, nearly, over a 





dancing instructor, and to get spoken to 
| by a little fat man who probably went 
| about trying to pick up young girls. It 
| was a lucky thing she knew how to look 
after herself. 


HARPER’S BAZAR 


IS EUROPE! 


(Concluded from page 168) 


**Oh, Lord!” she said aloud, addressing 
the coachman’s back, “‘I’m so bored! I 
feel as if I could just die of it!” Two great 
tears fell into her green chiffon lap. “ And 

guess we’ve got to stay here two weeks 
more, probably. I don’t believe I can 
bear it.” 

The next morning she emerged from the 
front door of the hotel:at the usual time 
and at her mother’s side. She had got 
home first, the afternoon before, had had 
time to put the sleeves back into her 
dress, and to hide all other signs of her 
debauch. Even her tears—and she had 
cried for an hour—had left no mark. 
As they crossed the wide terrace of the 
hotel to descend the steps, the boy from 
Trenton sprang out of his chair and 
stooped to pick up the handkerchief Mrs, 
Bodmin dropped. 

“Oh, thank you so much,” she said. 
“T’m always dropping my handkerchiefs 
and it’s one I’m real fond of, too. How's 
your mother this morning? I hope that: 
trip yesterday didn’t tire her too much.” 

‘Oh, no,” the young man said. “She’s 
all right. She’s gone down to the baths. 
I suppose you’re going, too,” 


“My mother’s taking the cure,” 
Marcella said pleasantly. “I just go 
and swim around the pool. It’s some- 


” 


thing to do. 

“Say, that doesn’t sound very lively. 
Why don’t you come on down to the lake? 
The water’s great, and you can dive and 
everything.” 

“T can’t let Marcella go alone,” Mrs. 
Bodmin said. 

“Well, couldn’t she come with me? 
I'll look after her. There’s lots of people 
there every day. It’s fine. It really is.” 

“Well,” said Mrs. Bodmin. 

“*T’d like to go all right,” said Marcella, 

“We'll be back by twelve o’clock. 
Please let her come,” the boy urged. 

“Tf you'll be sure to get back in time 
for lunch,” Mrs. Bodmin told him, hesi- 
tating. 

“You’d better be getting on down to 
the baths, mother,” said Marcella. “It’s 
late. You'll miss your rest.” 

“Yes, I guess I had better. 
care of her.” 

Marcella looked at the boy from Tren- 
ton with bright, eager eyes. 

“Just wait half a second, and I’ll run 
up and get my bathing-suit. I’ve got a 
new one I’m crazy to wear.” 


Well, take 


HE was down again in five minutes, and 

they walked somewhat shyly toward 
the bus that was to take them to Grand 
Port. It was a warm and lovely day, and 
the lake was like a great jewel at the foot 
of the mountains. 

“I’ve been dying to talk to you,” the 
boy confessed. 

“Well, why in the world didn’t you?” 


“Why? Well, you gave me some of 
the iciest looks I ever saw. Honestly 
you did.” 


“Oh, I never meant to. I guess I was 
thinking about something else, that’s 


“Maybe you were. It’s fine here, isn’t 
it? There’s such heaps to do. Have you 
been up Mont Revard yet?” 

“No. Not yet.” 

“Why, it’s great. About the loveliest 
place I ever saw. You can see Mont 
Blanc. We might go up there this after- 
noon.” 

“Oh, I’d love to, if mother doesn’t 
want me to do something else.” 

“Have you been across the lake, to 


Hautecombe?”’ 
“No. I haven’t been anywhere, 
hardly.” 


‘We'll go there to-morrow, if you like.” 

“Yes, let’s. How long are you staying?” 
Marcella inquired. 

“Oh, about two weeks longer. Maybe 
three. How long are you staying?” 

“About two weeks. Maybe more. 
I'll try and persuade mother to stay 
longer.” She added, with enthusiasm, 
“T just love this place, don’t you?” 

Mrs. Bodmin, on her way to the baths, 
thought: 

“T don’t know why on earth I didn’t 
think about dropping that handkerchief 
sooner. Marcella’s so kind of unenter- 
prising in some ways.” 












Teche Shhaieninihial 


RL RE 


' 
f 
} 
' 
























for DECEMBER 1927 


RS ATNAISCTNETSCTSETSCTG | 


| 


Allwatch 





= 


—_— 





a> 


(  * science of an arti- 
san in every movement... 
the genius ie artist in 
every case. Chiba 
parts. « Fully Pomanen wo 

Rrfect iil cmaiein: 


betinse icittilaiieds 


Rp: 
CYrices: 


Pos to da5¢ 10 
a 
OBTAINABLE at the FINER 
JEWELERS’ EVERYWHERE 


(Write to us if your local Jeweler 
cannot serve you) 


Manufacturing Since 1899 


HOFFMAN WATCH CO. 


2 West Forty-Sixth Street 
At Fifth Avenue 
New York, N. Y. 





VASSAR —18 Kt. White Gold, two diamonds, 
four emeralds set in platinum, 17 ¢ 100 


Jewel movement. . .« 





MEDICO—14 Kt. Solid Gold, Green and White 


Combination, sweep second hand, 50°" 
15 Jewel movement. . <a 


? / r j ° 
Seauty ~ Accu acy 7 J 1 viceability 


oS a Sa 


























presented. 











Little Folks, too, 


may now wear. 


Jewelry thats Smart 


See, at your Jewelers, the lovely Kiddie Kraft 
gifts, including all jewelry items for little folks 
from one day to twelve years of age. 

Kiddie Kraft Jewelry, tastefully designed, charmingly 


Made in solid gold, sterling silver and fine gold filled. 


Modestly priced. 


Look for the trade mark Kiddie Kraft 


Kiddie Kraft |, : 


TRAE MARM AEG. v.68. PAT. OFF, 


JEWELRY 


. ATrLeporo, MAS" g 



















KK490 














% » 


SS” «The Ideal Christmas Gift 


— he 





for the Entire Family 


ERE’S the Christmas gift that is sure to please—a real thrill for 
| I the entire family. Right in the home, young and. old, can now 
enjoy the health-giving thrill of a brisk canter, a snappy trot, a 


racing gallop. 

Fifteen minutes on the Battle Creek 
HEALTH HORSE peps up Dad for the 
day’s work, Mother for her social du- 
ties, Sonny for school, Here’s the best 
gift of all—vigorous health! 

Tone up your muscles, banish that 
dull, listless feeling, get rid of flabby 
fat and build solid, healthy flesh. The 
Battle Creek HEALTH HORSE is a vigor 
builder, a creator of fine, youthful fig- 
ures, a zestful tonic—all in one. 


Famous Men and Women 
Ride’ This Way 


Hundreds of world-famous people, 


SANITARIUM EQUIPMENT CO 


GOOD HEALTH BLDG. 


Suite S-114 > 


prominent statesmen, big business ex- 
ecutives, leading society women—are 
now using the ‘Mechanical Horse” to 
keep physically fit. The Battle Creek 
HEALTH HORSE reproduces exactly the 
health-giving benefits of horseback-rid- 
ing without the risk and expense of 
keeping a live animal. Easy to operate, 
sturdily built, always ready for service. 
Send for FREE book “RIDE YOUR WAY 
TO HEALTH” telling about the enjoy- 
able new way to keep well and young. 
Write—TODAY! 








Battle Creek, Mic 





‘The Battle Creek 


HEALTH HORSE 









The Gift of 
Good Taste 


in a colorful $ : 


Christmas Box 


> 


M. 
¢ arlboros—Mild 


as May—Snappy as 
December—in .a 
special, dollar-size, 
Gl atiserte sien ame Ga-c 
perfect oift tor the 
individual and the 
favorite cigarette .for 


Christmas parties. 
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Always frest 
Wrapped in he 
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PHILIP MORRIS& CO 
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Posed by Vivienne Segal 
Famous Musical Comedy Star {| 


ERE is the ideal gift 
H for young or old— 
the gift that means 


physical fitness— radiant 
health. Give the HEALTH 
BUILDER for Christmas! 


Oscillate Your Way to Health 


The rapidly oscillating girdles of the Health Builder 
give a combined massage-vibratory treatment better 
than a skilled masseur No electric current touches 
you. The Health Builder vigorously massages the 
heaviest muscles, peps up sluggish circulation, aids 
digestion and elimination, strengthens muscle “tone” 
and improves the functions of the internal organs. 





Endorsed by World Famous Beauties 


Vivienne Segal, world-famous prima donna of “The 
Desert Song”, (illustrated above), writes, “Your Health 
Builder not only enables me to keep healthy but also 
is invaluable in eliminating superfluous fat”. 


THE PERFECT 
CHRISTMAS GIFT 
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Dorothy Knapp, star of the “Vanities”, and proclaimed 
“the most beautiful girl in the world”, is enthusiastic 
about the Health Builder. She. uses it daily in her 
home and says:“I unhesitatingly recommend the Health 
Builder to every one that is interested in keeping radi- 
antly healthy and in retaining a beautiful figure.” 


Over 50,000 men and women of all ages have used 
the “Health Builder” for health improvement upon 
the recommendation of their physicians! Used daily 
in countless private homes, large medical institutions, 
athletic clubs, gymnasiums, ocean liners and by nu- 
merous physicians in their practice. 


You'll want this Free Book 


Send for“Health and Beauty in Fifteen Minutes a Day” 
—a valuable Free Book showing the “Battle Creek 
Health Builder” in operation — with complete series 
of home exercises. Sanitarium Equipment Co., Battle 


Creek, Michigan. 


The “Battle Creek SunArc Bath” and “Me- 
chanical Health Horse” are also made by the 
manufacturers of the famous “Health Builder” 
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SANITARIUM Equipment Co. 
ROOM $1139 


—Today. 


BATTLE CREEK, MICH. 
Please send me FREE Book “Health & Beauty” 
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Now-—for Christmas 
Enjoy the Magic of the Sé/ver Screen 


Home Movies— A New Answer to that Age-Old Question — 


Ai NEW gift idea! Something 
different for Christmas. The 
h gift unusual, for one who al- 


ready “‘has everything.’” A 
family gift that carries with 
ita thousand thrills—that affords more 
genuine pleasure, more enjoyment to a 
greacer number of people, than anything 
else you might give. 

No wondér thousands are choosing a 
Ciné-Kodak for Christmas. For think of 
the fun—the sport—the personal satisfac- 
ition in home movic-making, the new dra- 
matic art! 


The Miracle of Movies You Make Yoursel, 


Think of the movies you've always 
wanted to make—the children, friends, 
neighbors, outdoor trips. It’s so easy now 
anyone can do it with the assurance of 
professional results. 

Into the marvelous Ciné-Kodak 
camera weighing 5 |bs., Eastman 
Scientists have concentrated every 
necessity of movie production. 

What a triumph in simplicity! 
No need to focus. No tripod. No 
grinding crank. Everything is 
there that you need . . . the non- 
essentials have been done away 
with. Just sight the camera, 
either from waist height or eye level. 

Then press the button. A shutter whirls 
inside, and the film slides swiftly behind 
the always-ready lens. Instantly every ac- 


SA 


Weighs but 5 pounds 


**What Shall I Give for Christmas???’ 





tion within the scene be- 
fore you, every changing 
sequence of light and shad- 
ow, is registered for all 
time on your film. After 
pressing the button, your 
work is done. No trouble- 
some developing. No bother 
or fuss. We finish your films 
at no extra cost, and‘ return 
them ready to run. 

Then with equal ease your 
films are shown. Switch on 





the men who made ‘“‘still”™ 
photography so easy have now 
made home movie-making 
equally simple for you. 

To supplement your pro 
gram, Kodak Cinegraphs— 
100-foot reels of comedy, 
drama, travel, may be pur- 
chased at $7.50 per reel, and 
full length feature pictures 
of famous stars may be 
rented from any Kodascope 
Library. 











your Kodascope projector 
and instantly the screen be- 
comes alive with action. Crisp and clear 
you see the pictures you’ve made. Drama 
. adventure. . . romance. . . im the 
lives of people you know and children you 
love parade before your cyes in a swift 
pattern of light and shadow. 
“Your own movies!"’ They are 

as easy as that to make. 


.  . Simplicity itself 
Ciné-Kodak embodies Eastman’s 
forty years’ experience in devising 
easy picture-making methods for 
the amateur. Unbiased by the 
precedents and prejudices of pro- 
fessional cinema camera design, 


+ Cine-Kodak * 


Simplest of All Home Movie Cameras 


Sight camera from waist or eye level 


Official United States War 
Department movies of the 
World War, filmed in action by the Signal 
Corps, are also ready for you to run. War 
Cinegraphs — 200 feet per reel — $15 each. 
Special authentic war thriller, ‘‘America 
Goes Over’’—2000 feet—$150. 


Now costs only $140 


Taday a complete outfit, Cine-Kodak, Koda- 
scope Projector and Screen, may be had 
for $140. 

Give a Ciné-Kodak for Christmas. Thou- 
sands of Kodak dealers have it ready to 
show you. For additional information, 
mail coupon below. 


ry 7 ry 


EASTMAN KODAK CO., Dept. HP-5, Rochester, N.Y. 


Please send me, FREE and without obligation, the booklet 
telling me how I can easily make my own movies. 


Name 
Address. 
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